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Ul ule Wy) knits the friendliest separates. Playful 

to wear as a smile. Long-wearing as a mother’s love. (Look, Mom, no ironing for 

these smart cotton knits!) What a happy, gifty way of saying, “you’re my friend!” 

as a puppy. As much fun 

Boys’ Shirt, $2.29; Boxer Shorts, $1.00; Gold, Green, Red, Brown; Sizes 1-4. Girls’ Blouse, $2.29; Boxer Shorts, $1.69; Green, Gold Blue, Red, Watermelon Pink; Sizes 3-6X. 
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Live next door to all 

your friends 

...by telephone! 

py) 
The popular and handy wall phone The compact new Princess phone 

Got a yen to go visiting? Then reach for your phone and go! 

It makes no difference if your friend lives way across town. The telephone brings 

you together as if you shared the same back fence. Lets you relax and hear 

some news—get wind of a good sale—learn a new recipe—make a date for bridge. 

All the fun of a friendly visit can be yours by phone. And why not right now? 

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM (By 
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Golden-light Mazola Corn Oil... 
Best for Cutting Down 

Saturated Fats in Your Det 
Because, of all leading brands of vegetable oils, only Mazola is both 
unexcelled in poly-unsaturates...and lowest in saturates. That’s 
why Mazola, when substituted for solid fats, helps cut down saturated 
fats in your daily meals better than any other leading brand. 

HERE’S PROOF: 
This chart shows that the ratio of poly- 

unsaturates to saturates provided by 

Mazola Corn Oil is more than twice that CLE Che 1 
of anyother leading oil in grocery stores. % U.S. Dept. of Agriculture Reports—1959 

Mazola brings you more than golden brown perfection in fried foods, 
more than wonderful flavor in fresh salad dressings . .. it provides 
all the nutritional benefits of corn oil. 

Of all leading brands of vegetable oil... 

only Mazola is Inquid Corn Oul 
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BETWEEN THE LINES 
We asked Lillian Smith, one of America’s most distinguished writers, 

to interpret the ugly incidents in New Orleans which so shocked the 

nation. Her illuminating report, ‘‘ The Ordeal of Southern Women,”’ 

begins on page 44. Miss Smith’s writings, including the novel Strange 

Fruit, are known throughout the world. Her books have been trans- 

lated into 16 languages. She has often raised her voice against intoler- 

ance. She spent three years teaching little Chinese girls in a Methodist 

school in China and 25 years teaching young American girls at the 

summer camp she directed in the mountains of Georgia, her home 

state. Her camp was a place where the mind was nurtured in the arts 

while the body was conditioned with sports. ‘‘ We had what we called 

‘creative conversations,’ ’’ she said, ‘‘in which children and coun- 

selors and the director picked up ideas which might have shaken 

many a philosopher, and looked at them honestly. The relationships 

between the white and the colored of the South disturbed our young 

children very much; again and again they discussed it in our ‘con- 

versations.’’’ Some of these ideas are expressed in her intensely 

personal book Killers of the Dream, which will be published in a new 

and revised edition this summer by Norton. But Miss Smith’s eriti- 

cism of some Southern attitudes is brightly tinged with her love for 

the South and its people. Speaking of her Repsook assignment she 

said : ‘‘I found the experience a poignant one, deeply moving to me 

—a woman who thinks of herself as simply a human being, but whose 

roots are bedded in the same culture as other Southerners. A renas- 

cence of the human spirit is taking place in the South today. One 

hears of the mobs and the violence; but something sweet and good 

is happening in the hearts of men; and the minds are waking up, 

asking clear, sharp questions. It is a race between evil and good in 

the Southern mind and I, having watched this struggle for a lifetime, 

am sure, very sure, that good is going to win. I pray I am right.’’ 

The conversation between Debbie Reynolds and Dr. Billy Gra- 

ham beginning on page 34 is the fourth dialogue in this widely talked 

about series in which you listen in on the spontaneous exchange be- 

tween two people of prominence. As always, we have picked in- 

dividuals who are unlikely to meet under ordinary circumstances but 

who share an interest in common. Incidentally, Debbie has another 

interest which is especially endearing to us. Recently, after declining 

several stories from her studio, she suggested that her next vehicle 

be ‘‘My Six Loves,’’ by Peter Funk, which ran as a novel in the 

March 1960 issue. When the studio asked where they could read it 

Debbie sent them the back copy. ‘‘I send my copies of RepBook to 

Mother after I finish with them,’’ she explained, ‘‘and Mother saves 

them. Repsoox and Variety are the two publications in my house that 

no one is allowed to touch until I’ve read them.”’ W.B.H. 



Do you know what your hospital offers you? 
To all of us, a hospital is a familiar and 

reassuring landmark—a place we know 

we can always depend on when we're 

sick or injured. 

One out of eight of us requires hos- 

pital care every year. This means that 
our hospitals have a heavier load than 
ever before—their staffs busier—their 

problems more complex. 

But many of us do not know what 
hospitals are really like. It is remarkable 
how they manage to run so smoothly 
and efficiently 24 hours of every day— 
and are able to provide such a wide 

variety of skills and services under 

one roof. 

The doors of your community hos- 
pital will swing wide to greet you during 

National Hospital Week, which will be 

held from May 7th to 13th. 

Its staff will say to you: “Welcome! 
See for yourself how your hospital 
works for you and for the welfare of 
your community.” 

Our hospitals need your help and 
support. During National Hospital 

Metropolitan Life 
INSURANCE COMPANY 

A MUTUAL COMPANY 

1 MADISON AVE., N. Y. 10, N. Y. 

Week, visit and talk to the people who 
run your hospital. Ask if there is a 
volunteer job you could do. 

A good, modern hospital is vital to 

the health of your community. Support 
it in every way you can. Every hospital 
—large or small—becomes a better hos- 
pital with your support. 



A YOUNG MOTHER’S STORY 
Seventh of a series written by readers themselves 

There is no way to prepare for a first encounter with grief. 

We are young and happy and then there it is — an unex- 

pected loss, an illness or an accident that transforms our lives. 

Our family has always been a fairly healthy one. 

Throughout my first pregnancy I felt vibrant and ambitious, 

even to the extent of painting the living room three weeks 

before the baby was born. I was delivered of a strapping, 

healthy boy by natural childbirth, and as my husband and I 

watched him grow life seemed more than good to us. 

I entered my second pregnancy almost casually. We 

had been told long before that I was Rh-negative, meaning 

that my blood might be incompatible with that of the child I 

was carrying. But no one, from the obstetrician to our ex- 

cited two-year-old, foresaw any difficulty. Even if there were 

to be complications — which was unlikely with a second preg- 

naney — there were procedures, I had been told, which eould 

prevent any real damage to the newborn baby. If we con- 
templated the possibility of trouble at all, it was with the 

comforting knowledge that there was nothing nowadays that 

medical science could not conquer. 

Routinely I was given a blood test late in my pregnancy 

as an added precaution. The doctor intended to discuss the 
results with me at my next office visit. The tests showed that 

there was some difficulty, but not enough to warrant any ap- 

prehension. But there was no next visit. I called quite hap- 

pily the day before my appointment to tell the doctor I was 

in labor. Driving to the hospital, my husband and I ex- 

changed delighted grins —in a matter of hours we would 

have a new son. (I was firmly convinced it was a boy.) I 

remember that we were debating mock angrily about pro- 

spective names for the baby as we entered the hospital. 

At first all seemed well; then with no warning everything 
was wrong. There was difficulty in finding the baby’s heart- 
beat. There were hurried consultations between the doctors, 
carried out in whispers just beyond the foot of my bed. 

I could feel something ominous in the air. I kept telling my- 

self that we would laugh about our forebodings when this 

was over. But I could not make myself believe it. The pains 

came closer together, and my husband’s white, set face seemed 

to blur as he leaned over the bed to kiss me good-by. The 
doctor said, “We'll have to knock you out for this one, Mrs. 

Cheimets,” and I felt quick, efficient hands shifting me, giv- 

ing injections, administering anesthesia. The drugs height- 
ened the nightmarish quality of the next hour, and then I 

heard from a whirling, black cocoon of pain, “Your baby is 

dead, Mrs. Cheimets. There was nothing we could do.” 

Then, and for months afterward, that was one point 

around which my thoughts whirled. Why was there nothing 

they could do? We were in one of the most modern hospitals 

in a city famous for its medical facilities and personnel. 
Wasn’t there a new treatment, wasn’t there a specialist who 
could have saved our child? It took a long time before we 

could accept and live with the fact that there was nothing and 
no one who could have saved our child’s life. My own blood, 
instead of supporting and nourishing him as it should, had 
subtly attacked and destroyed him. 

A sudden shock of this sort carries with it, courtesy of 

a provident Nature, its own kind of anesthesia. I could not 

I thought I could never get over our loss, until my husband’s need helped me find the answer to despair 

The Lesson of Love 
by Sheila Cheimets 
CANTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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make myself fully believe that I had 

lost a child; it had happened too 

suddenly and too unexpectedly. I 
would catch myself making lists of 

things to get for the baby, or mentally 

reminding myself to borrow a set of 

scales and a bassinet from friends. 

The same thoughts and plans which 

had run through my mind during my 

pregnancy repeated themselves now 

when there was no need for them. It 

was as if my mind returned to its 

accustomed patterns of thought in an 

effort to erase or ignore what it sim- 

ply could not believe. 

I think now that it was not death 

itself that was so hard to accept, but 

the irrevocability of death. It was an 

impenetrable barrier that nothing 

could change, and my mind refused to 

carry me beyond it. 

This is the worst, I told myself 

this inability to believe. Once I have 

conquered this, time will help me to 

become whole again. But I was wrong. 

A week or two and I could say, and 

understand, that my child was dead. 

But then came a phase that was even 

more harrowing. 

I have never told anyone of this 

nightmare that began a few 

after the baby’s death, when to all 

outward appearances I was adjusted, 

weeks 

resigned and able to pick up the tempo 

of my usual life. I had never been 

exposed to the finality of death before. 

The sudden, horrifying necessity of 

accepting death, and accepting it at 

once, with no preparation, left a shat- 

tering fear in me. If the baby could 

die, with only a few hours’ warning, 

so could Peter, my son; so could 

David, my husband. Death, once hav- 

ing seized someone precious to me, 

could do it again, and I was frantic 

with fear each hour of the day. I am 

not a psychologist and I do not know 

why my mind took this turn toward 

its own private hell, but I do know the 

terror and despair in which [ lived. 

In my frantic mind what was possible 

became probable, and what was prob- 

able became inevitable. I waited each 

day to hear that I had lost my other 

son or my husband. I was afraid when 

my husband had to drive anywhere; 

I was afraid to let Peter play outdoors ; 

I was afraid constantly, intensely and 

unreasonably. Fear took over my life 

and existed within me like a malig- 

nant power. I feared for everyone I 

loved, and that fear devoured every 

other emotion. I had no hope, no joy, 

no tenderness, and eventually I would 

have had no love—only fear. 

It was my husband who, without 

knowing it, released me from this 

horrible prison of fear and despair. 

For weeks he had been the one who 

remained strong, comforting me, car- 

ing for our son; the one who had made 

all the funeral arrangements. Now he 

broke down. Misled by my outer calm- 

ness into thinking that I had some- 

what recovered from the initial shock, 

he told me one night of his own dis- 

appointment and the sense of tragedy 

he felt. The doctors had told us it was 

doubtful that we could have any more 

children, and this had disturbed him 

deeply. 

Somehow as I listened and at- 

tempted to comfort him the cloud that 

had surrounded me seemed to lift, and 

although I had a long way to go, I 

sensed that I would eventually be 

able to leave the shadowed valley in 

which I had been living. My husband’s 

unhappiness and the necessity for 

helping him seemed to be the opening 

wedge in the door of my self-inflicted 

prison. Once I stopped thinking, even 

for a moment, of my own despair, 

stopped encouraging my own unnat- 

ural fears, I could feel my freedom 

begin to return. The rest was a matter 

of not allowing myself any longer the 

luxury of despair, of blocking from 

my mind the nightmares of accidents 

overtaking my loved ones, of working 

hard to become part of the functioning 

world again. 

We have been more than fortu- 

nate; against all the odds given us by 

medical experts we attempted to have 

another child, and we were successful. 

As I write this my second son is set- 

tling down for a nap after his noon 
bottle; Peter, our older son, delighted 

with “his” new baby, leans over the 

erib once more to admire the tiny 

hands and feet, a source of never- 

ending delight to him-—and to us. 

We were fortunate, and yet I think 

had we not been, I would have been 

able to bear it. It seems to me that once 

having plunged so deeply into despair 

and fear and recovered, I am armed 

against it. I do not think I can sink 

so deep ever again, and for that I am 

grateful. I know that the giving of 

love or hope or tenderness to someone 
else is the key that sets one free, and 

makes one whole again... . THE END 

HOW TO SUBMIT YOUR STORY 
REDBOOK will pay $500 for each young 
mother’s story accepted for publication. 
Please send your manuscript (1,000 
to 2,000 words), accompanied by a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope, to: 

“Young Mother’s Story,” REDBOOK 

Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New York 

17, New York. 
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FUN ON WHEELS 
There is nothing worse than a back 

seat filled with wrangling, restless 

youngsters on what is supposed to be 

a family vacation. 

On a recent trip across the ecoun- 

try, however, we found that we could 
counteract the inevitable tedium of 

long hours between stops by a series of 
games and diversions that made the 

traveling almost as much fun as its 

goal. The trick was not to take our 

minds off the trip.but to put our minds 
on it. The inspiration for our games 

was everything along the way. 
“Bingo ecards” for the road was 

one of the games the children found 

especially absorbing. They made the 

eards by ruling boxes on plain sheets 

of paper, then filling in each box with 
a drawing of something they expected 

to see during the day — a cowboy hat, 

a cactus, a windmill, and so on. When 

their cards were all filled in they would 

check off the things they saw. The 

winner was the first person to check 

off every square. 
The game of Geography, as every- 

one knows, can be played by anyone 

lettered enough to spell, but we found 

that while traveling, naming only the 

places you’ve been to adds much zest 
to it. (To play Geography one person 

names a place; the next person uses 
the last letter of that place as the first 

letter of a new one: Kalamazoo, Ore- 

gon, Niagara Falls.) 

Incidentally, the occasional inser- 

tion of a place you're going to helps 

spur the children’s excitement for the 

road ahead. 

The familiar color game is fun for 

both literates and illiterates. “I see 

something red.” Thesunset? Thecliffs ? 

The car’s upholstery? You ean limit 
this game to Only Things Inside the 

Car or Only Things Outside the Car. 

A variation of this game is Shapes. “I 
see something big and fat.” A moun- 

tain? Acow? “I see something tall and 

skinny.” A telephone pole? A cactus? 

These games are wonderful for 

heightening a child’s awareness of the 

passing scene. And our children en- 
joyed them so much that they continued 

to play together long after our re- 

sources were exhausted. 

An elementary number game, the 

License Plate Game, is an exciting 

gamble forchildren. Each person picks 
a number from one to nine. When a 

ear approaches, someone must read off 
the numbers on its license plate. If 
your number is on it, you get one 

point. Then each person picks another 
number. And so on. The person who 

gets ten points first is the winner. 
As a special incentive the word 

“prize” every now and then can work 
magic. A prize can be a ten-cent toy 

or a new pad or crayons from the five- 

and-ten of a town 30 or 40 miles away. 

Or the winner can be the one to choose 

gum or candy for the whole family. 

But be careful. During one barren 

stretch of our trip I looked back at my 

dispirited children and announced that 

I would give a penny for every herd 

of cows (of over four cows) that they 
saw in the 17 miles before lunch. We 
had planned to give them ten cents 
each anyway. Lo and behold! One 

short mile turned the barren landscape 
into lush farmland black with cows. 

When they had finished counting cows 
they had earned 42 cents apiece! 

One game that we all loved was 

the Rhyming Game. You play this in 

round-robinstyle. The first person says 

a word one syllable long. The next 
person thinks of a word that rhymes. 

The next person uses the two words to 
make a jingle. Most of ours were very 

silly, but they made us laugh. 

“Here we are in the ear 

Going very very far 
We'll never get thar 

The road has wet tar.” 

And a different sort of verse as 

we crossed the desert at 104 degrees: 

“Drive, drive, drive your ear, in 

the baking sun 

Forget the heat and play our 

games 
And surely you'll have fun!” 

by Phyllis Krasilovsky 



Baby’s world 

is a special place... 

There’s a sunlit place on the way to tomorrow 
where babies come and go— 

Where the sights and sounds and softnesses 

are wonderful to know: 

There’s the blueness of sky, the curve of a smile, 
so many things to explore. 

There’s the wondrous view from daddy’s head 
of sights never seen before. 

There’s a chirp and a splash and a laugh 
and a whistle— 

all sweet to a brand new ear. 
There’s a hush and a whisper and a lullaby 

as mother tip-toes near. 

There’s the softness of summer, rose petals surprised, 

as tiny fingers clutch. 
There’s the softest of all things a baby can know: 

a mother’s loving touch. - 

The Most special care in the world belongs 
ugthe place where babies lives. . 

j Onlyithe purest powder, the genélest oil . .. 
care only Johnson’s can give. 

For reprint of 1, P.O. Box 13, New York 46, New York 
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"3 CHEERS FOR TAMPAX! 
IT’S A WONDER!” 

“Forgive the pun, but | do feel cheerful 

when | use Tampax. It was the clumsiness 

of the other way that was getting me 

down. Instead of those hard-to-dispose-of 

pads, | now use pure surgical cotton 

Tampax® that absorbs internally. | feel so 

much nicer, fresher, daintier. Nothing can 

show, no one can know. Tampax really is 

a wonder!" 
* * * 

Millions of women prove they cheer for 

Tampax by using the product regularly. 

Many of them write their gratitude to 

the company. They say that Tampax 

has released them from bondage. 

They say they haven’t missed Fier 

out on swimming or dancing Bag 

or any activity in years! They 

couldn’t say nicer things about any 

product. 

Why don’t you try Tampax? Your 

choice of 3 absorbency sizes wherever 

such products are sold. Many women 

buy both Regular and Junior, or Super 

and Regular, for different days. Save 

on the economy package of 40. 
tr Sport clothes by Robert Sloane, Inc 

TAMPA Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 

Selected by Florence Somers 

Moviegoers are in luck this month; a 

wide variety of entertaining films have 

been released. The most interesting of 

all, for mature audiences, is “A Raisin 

in the Sun,” the film version of the 

Broadway hit that won the New 

York Drama Crities Award. The play 

was halted during its run so that the 

New York east could go to Hollywood 

to make the picture. It is essentially a 

photographic presentation of the play, 

with a few added scenes, which may 

make it appear a bit static to some 

but which has the advantage of giving 

the movie audience a closer look at the 

cast than was possible in the theater; 

and their superb acting is even more 

impressive on the sereen. Claudia 

MeNeil, Ruby Dee and Sidney Poitier 

star in this poignant story about the 

hopes, frustrations and devotions of 

three generations of a Negro family. 

Because author Lorraine Hansberry 

knows her own people so well, she has 

imbued the play with sympathy and 

understanding, as well as very natural, 

spontaneous humor. It is good to have 

as honest and outstanding a picture as 

this to see. (Columbia ) 

Also of interest to adults is the 

prize-winning Italian film “General 

Della Rovere,” starring Vittorio de 

Sica and re-establishing Roberto Ros- 

sellini as a great director. The setting 

is Italy during the German oceupa- 

tion of World War II and de Siea is a 

swindler who makes a living through 

nefarious deals. The Germans threaten 

to kill him unless he agrees to imper- 

sonate General Della Rovere, a hero 

who is dead, in order to find out who 

the actual partisan leader is. As the 

swindler undergoes all sorts of experi- 

ences in prison he becomes more and 

more like the general, and he dies a 

hero’s death rather than betray the 

partisan leader. The combination of 

Rossellini’s artistry and de Sica’s fine 

performance makes this an excep- 

tional film. (Continental) 

Films that will be entertaining for 

the whole family keep tumbling out of 

the Disney Studio, and “The Absent- 

Minded Professor” is a production 

which may be as popular as “The 

Shaggy Dog” was. Fred MacMurray 

is again starred, here as a professor 

so intent on his experiments that he 

misses his own wedding three times. 

He invents something called “flubber” 

(flying rubber) which creates its own 

energy. When applied to the sneakers 

of an undersized, losing basketball 

team, the players can jump to the ceil- 

ing. He installs it in a Model T Ford, 

which then is able to fly through the 

air with the greatest of ease. Disney 

makes the most of every situation, 

all of which creates an abundance of 

lighthearted fun. (Buena Vista) 
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Two... One aan 

Only Ronson Beauty Trio lets you brush your hair dry in minutes. And you can comb your hair dry (or wet-set it, too). 

Three... 
Or you can dry your hair under the jumbo hood, 

Ronson Beauty Trio —The only hair dryer with brush, comb, and hood 
Beauty Trio (pink or blue) in lovely multi-use case $26.95* Hood 'n’ Comb Set $19.95” SSVOGESTED RETAIL PRICE 



take your pick of a pair of 

Corvair THOMAS 
( with two or four doors! ) 

Corvair Monza Four-Door— offers Monza luxury 

with the added convenience of two more doors. 

Corvair Monza Two-Door—just one of 10 Corvair 

models to choose from in '61! 

If you’ve been able to resist a Monza up to now—and that’s quite an accomplishment—get ready to capitulate. 

For now you can choose this most distinctive Corvair with either two or four doors! In either case, the Monza 

offers luxury-car features, custom interiors like sports-car type bucket seats*, custom door and window 

fixtures, deep-twist carpeting, and a de luxe steering wheel. Things that go with the spirit of this machine. 

Of course, if you need any more persuasion, then apparently you’ve yet to sample such Corvair advantages 

as rear-engine traction, Full Coil suspension, precision steering and a virtually flat floor. Your Chevrolet 

dealer’s eager to show them off. Just ask him! . . . Chevrolet Division of General Motors, Detroit 2, Michigan. 

De luxe Monza steering wheel features Elegantly crafted vinyl door trim adds note 
stylish chrome-finished horn ring with of luxury. Monza interiors are offered in six 
convenient thumb buttons color combinations, too. 

: 

*individual bucket-type front seats are 
standard on the Monza Two-Door and an 

extra-cost option on Monza Four-Door d 



HOW TO BE A WITCH 
Old myths to the contrary, you don’t need a black hat, a 

broomstick or a caldron. Any mother can become a genuine 

wicked witch with one small but growing daughter and one 

ancient magic word. Full instructions for mothers follow 

It will take you 12 years to become a witch, and it will 

also take every bit of stamina, perseverance and integrity 

you possess. Considering that one can become charming, 

develop a radiantly fresh complexion or achieve a svelte 

new figure in a fraction of the time, this course may seem 

a lengthy one, but it will have long-range rewards. 

There are two prime requirements for becoming a 

really first-rate witch: 

1) You must be the mother of a daughter. (I have never 

known any outstanding witches who were mothers of sons.) 

2) You must develop the ability to say no; to say it em- 

phatically; to say it upstairs, downstairs, in storms and clear 

weather, on Sundays and holidays, odd Thursdays and all 

the days in between. And to stick with it. 

At first you will be just a nice, ordinary, vegetable-type 

mother, pottering around in your kitchen, baking thousands - 

of cookies and chocolate cakes and leaving lavish amounts 

of icing in pans for licking purposes. You will hear fre- 

quent avowals that you are the “nicest mommy in the whole 

wide world” and other pleasantries. This is a sly trick to 

throw you off your course. You will need to exercise great 

strength to keep from succumbing to these blandishments. 

One bright autumn day when your daughter is four, 

you will be walking with her through the park. You will 

BY RUTH MARY MEAGHER 

come upon a spot covered with 10,000 lovely golden leaves. 

A leaf fight will be suggested and you will enter into it 

with great zeal. When you reach the point where you are 

painfully out of breath and itch all over, it will be time to 

take a firm stand and say: 

“This is enough — now we go home!” 

No matter how loud the screams of protest, make it 

“forward, march!” 

When your daughter is five she will announce to you 

one day that she’s never going to have her hair washed 

again as long as she lives. Do not go along with this or 

even have her head shaved. Simply grab the shampoo bottle 

and towel, and no matter how wildly the arms and legs 

flail or what the neighbors may think you are doing to the 

child, see it through. 

At the age of six your young sprite will have an attack 

of “school sickness.” You will insist that there is no such 

ailment. She will insist there is. There are car sickness 

and homesickness, aren't there? Well, she is suffering from 

school sickness. Put up with none of this; again make it 

“forward, march!” 

As her seventh birthday approaches she will inform 

you that she is going to invite 35 children to her birthday 

party. Your bones will chill to the marrow at the thought 

of 35 howling youngsters invading your home. On fur- 

ther questioning you will discover that she can barely stand 

the sight of at least 27 of the prospective guests but that 

she would adore receiving 35 presents. You quickly veto 

this plan and close your ears to the accusations that you 
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wonderful new 

answer! bra 
Cuaran op . 

fly YOu as | 

live and brcalhe 

Or 
your money ta ch 

A nswer-bra’s uniquely placed elastic 
net (nylon, acetate and rubber) ex- 

pands under the cup with every 

breath—supports your bosom as it 
rises—gives and takes with subtle 

figure changes! Wear answer-bra for 

1 days. You must be thrilled with 

answer-bra’s perfect fit and comfort 

—or your money back! All cotton 

answer-bra $1830 $2.50 

*from the store where you bought it 

GOSSARD 
THE W. GOSSARD CO., CHICAGO 
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are a mean, cruel woman — probably 

not even her real mother. 

Without warning some chill spring 

morning when your daughter is be- 

tween eight and nine, the battle flags 

will go up and you will be involved 

in the first skirmish of the War of the 

Wardrobe. She will fling open her 

closet door and declare that she 

“hasn’t a thing to wear to school.” 

You will point out the row of crisply 

starched and neatly ironed dresses 

and say: 

“For heaven’s sake, what’s wrong 

with all of these?” 

She will glance at them with 

scorn and snort, “Those old rags!” 

You will call her attention to the 

fact that simply because a dress isn’t 

brand-new is no sign that it is due 

for the missionary barrel. 

She will describe a tragic scene 

—a whole classroom of children ar- 

rayed in the most beautiful and ex- 

pensive new clothes while one child, 

the underprivileged, sits huddled at 

her desk in rags. 

Do not burst into tears over this 

story. Remark ‘firmly that she has 

exactly 25 minutes to get into one of 

those dresses and be on her way, and 

that perhaps if her ears, fingernails 

and face were slightly cleaner, she 

wouldn’t appear so underprivileged. 

Do not be so optimistic as to 

think that this will settle the War of 

the Wardrobe. Like classic historic 

conflicts, it will go on for years and 

will inelude battle after battle, not 

only over dresses, but over shoes, 

socks, petticoats, coats and hats and 
even underwear. 

Around the time she is ten you 

will notice her spending more and 

more time in front of a full-length 

mirror. She will spend hours inspect- 

ing her eyes, her hair, her skin and 

her teeth. Now is the time to have sev- 

eral little talks ready to deliver. 

I have prepared a series of them deal- 

“Loyalty,” 

One of my 

ing with “Honesty,” 

“Thrift” and “Ambition. 

best is Lecture Number 396, entitled 

“Vanity, or, Why Don’t You Wash 

the Back of Your Neck?” This lee- 

ture deftly brings out the point that 

” 

“one’s face is only a reflection of one’s 

inner self.” It is a fine lecture, except 

that in my time I have known a num- 

ber of unpleasant characters who have 

had very pretty faces. 

When she is 11 you will return 

home from shopping trips to find odd 

little seratching finger marks in your 

cosmetics, your jewelry box in a tan- 

gled mess and your dresser drawers in 

a state of chaos. This is the start of a 

critical time. There will be strange 
requests and odd demands; there will 

be vatfuls of tears. About 95 per cent 

of the time your answer must be 

“No!” If you are in doubt, still make 

the answer “No.” 

You are now approaching the 

pinnacle toward which you’ve been 

climbing. In other endeavors you 

are issued a diploma, a certificate or a 

badge. For your present achievement 

there is a special kind of honor. 

Witechdom is almost upon you; yet 

you will not be told. No black hat, 

no broomstick will be presented to 

you. You have to overhear it. It 
works like this: 

At the age of 12 your daughter 

will demand permission to use lip- 

stick. Your answer will be no. You 

will assume the episode is finished. 

But that evening when all is calm and 

quiet has settled upon your hearth, 

you will happen to pass a room. In- 

side she will be holding a telephone 

conversation—and you will hear it. 

“My mother is such a witch she 

won’t let me wear lipstick.” Then at 

last you will know that after 12 long, 

arduous years you have arrived! 

Now that you are a witch it will 

take all your strength to maintain 

your status. You must never take 

leave of your broomstick, your wits, 

or a mop for wiping up the tears. 
Boys, homework, cars, clothes, boys 

—ecrisis will pile upon crisis. Stick to 

your guns. Forward, march! Through 

her metamorphosis from 12 to 13 to 
14 to worse, you will reign in her eyes 

as the supreme witch of all time. 

The life expectancy of a witch is 

about six years. Gradually you will 

notice little changes here and there. 

The head that at five was never going 

to be shampooed, at 16 will be sub- 

jected to such repeated washings as to 

cause concern for its owner’s scalp. 

The bathtub that formerly was a spot 

you could not lure her into is now a 

place you cannot lure her out of. 

Then, wonder of wonders, she will 

occasionally start listening to you, re- 

marking from time to time that once 

in a while you say something sensible. 

By the time your daughter is 18 you 

will cease to be a witch, and you will 

have in place of a little virago an at- 

tractive, agreeable and charming hu- 

man being. 

Then you can return to being a 

nice, ordinary, vegetable-type mother, 
pottering around in your kitchen, 

baking thousands of cookies and 

chocolate cakes. The grandchildren 

will love them. ... THE END 



Does she...or doesnt she‘? 
/ . 

Hair color so natural only her hairdresser knows for sure! 

Happy young mothers always look beautiful. That’s why hairdressers everywhere prefer Miss 

But she has something special. A fresh shining Clairol to all other haircolorings . . . recommend 

quality, an endearing warmth and radiance. See it as the haircoloring that truly lives up to its 
how her hair sparkles with life! The color so rich, promise. It’s quick, easy, its automatic color 

vibrant yet soft, ladylike and the hair itself silky, timing is dependable. And Miss Clairol really 
delightful to touch. And this is the reassuring covers gray. But best of all, it keeps hair lively, 

thing about using Miss Clairol. It keeps hair natural-looking! Try Miss Clairol, yourself. 

color bright and hair in beautiful condition. Today. Creme Formula or Regular. 

ale z 
"Guaranteed by * 

m ISS CLAI ROL HAIR COLOR BATHt ae 
THE NATURAL-LOOKING HAIRCOLORING @ MORE WOMEN USE MISS CLAIROL THAN ALL OTHER HAIRCOLORING COMBINED 

*Reg'd Trademarks, tHAIR COLOR BATH is a trademark of Clairol Incorporated. Also available in Canada. ©1960 Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn, 
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No more tears 
from soap in the eyes 

Use the shampoo 

that can’t burn 

or irritate eyes. 

Leaves hair soft, 

naturally shining, 

easy to manage. 

BABY 
SHAMPOO 
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_____- Your Child 

by Shirley Camper 

HOW TO SAY GOOD-BY 
“Don’t go. Don’t leave me — please!” 

sobbed three-year-old Timmy to his 

partygoing mother. His mother took 

off her coat and spent an hour sooth- 

ing her son. Timmy’s exasperated 

father declared that the evening had 

been spoiled in advance. 

If departures in your home too 

tend to be difficult and tearful, it mav 

be helpful to keep in mind that the 

difference between the contented and 

the clinging “stay-at-home” often de- 

pends upon how you say good-by — 

the way your child is prepared, what 

you plan to do for him before and 

after you leave and what you do at 

the moment of departure. 

Some parents hope to avoid trou- 

ble by not telling their child about 

their evening plans until the last min- 

ute —or by leaving after he is sup- 

posedly asleep. Using either of these 

methods is a mistake; instead of pre- 

they actually 

If, on the other hand, 

venting anxiousness, 

create more. 

you let your child know ahead of time, 

he can get used to the idea. 

Try too to plan something enjoy- 

able. This something extra—a special 

story, a longer playtime in the tub, a 

favorite television program — should 

be a treat for your child’s early-eve- 

ning time which includes him in your 

The feeling of 

being left out is difficult for many 

own festive mood. 

small children to take. In Jean and 

Sally’s home their parents always 

spend an extra ten minutes between 

dinnertime and leaving time to watch 

their daughters put on a hand-puppet 

show or to play a game of slapjack, 

“T See” or Ghosts. 

Choosing a sitter whom your child 

knows and likes is often half the hat- 

tle. But whether he knows the sitter 

or not, arrange for her to arrive at 

least a half hour early. Time to get 

used to someone different is necessary 

for almost all little children. 

A small child in a “missing Mom- 

my” stage generally needs reassurance 

that his mother will be returning to 

him. A easual remark to the effect 

that vou’ll be tucking him in when you 

return is often helpful. One mother 

tells her son to wake her up very 

gently the next morning, as she will be 

tired (and there). Another reminds 

her girls to look on the kitchen table 

for the concert program, party cake 

or napkins she will bring them. (This 

also makes a child feel he shares a 

part of his parents’ evening. 

The moment of departure is often 

the most troublesome. Suddenly your 

child leaves the sitter, wraps his arms 

around your knees and cries his heart 

out. If this happens, try to spend a 

few minutes comforting your child. 

He may feel deserted if you leave 

without making any attempt to help. 

If you know that separations are 

always diffieult for your child, you 

may avoid trouble by giving him a 

small gift while you’re getting ready 

to go. A balloon or two, some colored 

chalk, a package of construction 

paper to cut and make designs with, 

a record of your voice, will keep him 

oceupied as you leave. (One mother 
works wonders by giving her children 

a package of small gifts to be opened 

right after she has left.) 

Once your child is oceupied and 

happy, however, don’t slip out of the 

house without letting him know. Say 

an ordinary good-by with an ordi- 

nary kiss, and then — leave! 



bringing up baby-hints, , 
Collected by Mrs. Dan Gerber, | 

Mother of & 

When baby goes a-strollering... 

It’s a fun time, a sun time, sometimes a snooze time, 

even a “coos” time. And think of the benefits! Fresh 

air invites an appetite, sets cheeks to bloom and 

woos the sandman. Any baby weighing over 8 pounds 

will enjoy and reap rewards from the fresh air 

these fine days. Carriage clothes and coverings 

should be weather-wise and non-confining. 

More fun, anyone? Baby will 
love the bouncing beauty of a fat 

balloon tied to his carriage. A portable 

radio is also a fun carriage accessory. 

It’s “Bringing Up Baby” Week 
at your grocer’s. Do stop on one of your strolls and see 

how many services he provides for your convenience. 

Baby Week or any week, your cherub 

should have cereals for the iron they provide. Gerber 

Cereals have iron to spare ...6 tablespoons give him 

more than 100% of the Recommended Daily Dietary 

Allowance for iron, In addition, Gerber Cereals are 

enriched with B-vitamins and calcium. The delicate but 

distinctive flavors are palate-pleasing. The texture is 

creamy-smooth when mixed with formula or milk. 

Inside story. Baby’s carriage can be 

put to good use indoors, too. Swell for 

parking baby when you're a-bustle 

with chores. And you can 

wheel it from room 

to room so baby 

can be near you. 

Vitamin C 

is a necessity 
for sound gums and body 

tissues, Gerber juices are rich 

in this important vitamin. 

Your choice of 6...2 straight 

juices and 4 combination 

fruit drinks. 

Tasty “pets” for 
older tots. Now Gerber 
Junior Cookies come in adorable 

animal shapes. A joy to eat, 

fun way to teach baby animal 

names. Nutritionally, they've 

twice as much protein as most 

other cookies, plus B-vitamins 

in the icing. Take any time 

close to snack time, and serve 

them with a luscious Gerber Juice. 

Here at Gerber we carefully prepare 
over 100 cereals, strained and junior 

foods, to meet your baby’s nutritional 

needs. We’re proud to say: 

im, # | “Babies are our business 

Ne ...our only business!¢ 

BABY FOODS 
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FUN FOR BIRTHDAY CHILD 
Here's new happy way of celebrating a birthday. 

it's simple and easy and delights all ages of youngsters. 

Of course this birthday idea can 
be enjoyed by almost any age of 
youngster. The family can put on 
the celebration without any out- 
side guests. But it’s a wonderful 
fun-maker for a birthday party. 

The royal birthday personage sits 
in a special decorated chair and 
wears a gold paper crown. 

A birthday present, all wrapped 
up, is dangled over the monarch’s 
head. “Guess what the surprise is 

we hope prove helpful 

inside.” The king or queen has as 
many guesses as he or she wants. 

For older chiidren, answers are 

“yes” or “no.” The younger the 
birthday child the more hints and 
helps you might give even to the 
point of practically telling what 
the surprise is. But the child must 
feel own victory in final “guess.” 

All the birthday gifts might be 

presented with the same routine. 
Each present is opened as soon 

as guessed. 
Whe pretty close to mealtime 

When youngsters 

get hungry 

near mealtime, delicious 

Wrigley's Spearmint Gum helps 

tide them over—never rich or filling 

—so won't interfere with meals. 

FUNGUS 
DISEASES 
We generally think of plants as being 

in a sunny field or garden. But there 

are some plants, called fungi, that 

flourish in the dark. They lack the 

usual roots and leaves and are never 

green. In size they range from micro- 

scopie yeasts and molds to large, 

edible mushrooms. Some are useful, 

producing penicillin and other anti- 

bioties. Many are harmful, causing 

diseases of the skin, the lungs and the 

reproductive areas. Until recently 

there have been no really effective 

cures. Now, at last, there are several 

new drugs, one of which is getting 

dramatic results with various forms of 

ringworm. 

Athlete’s Foot and Other Forms of Ringworm 

Contrary to popular notions, eur- 

rent research indicates that ringworm 

of the foot, commonly known as ath- 

lete’s foot, is not highly contagious 

and is seldom picked up around 

showers, bathrooms, swimming pools 

and beaches. The fungi that cause the 

trouble are naturally present on our 

feet and merely wait for the right con- 

ditions of heat and moisture to start 

growing. We ean generally prevent 

this by keeping our feet clean and dry 

through daily baths, careful drying, 

use of medicated powder, frequent 

exposure to sun and air and wearing 

of ventilated shoes. 

These preventive measures are often 

adequate also for treating athlete’s 

foot. If the condition persists, how- 

ever, a doctor should be consulted. He 

may prescribe a new drug called 

griseofulvin. Taken by mouth, this 

antibiotic often brings about striking 

improvement after a short time, not 

only in athlete’s foot but in other 

forms of ringworm as well. 

Ringworm can be caused by a num- 

ber of different fungi. But the ones 

that cause athlete’s foot are usually 

those responsible for ringworm of 

the hands and nails, the groin and 

the anal region. Ringworm of the 

sealp is caused by a different kind of 
fungus—one that travels from person 

to person or from animal to person by 

close contact. Unsanitary combs or 

clippers also may spread the disease. 

Ringworm should not be self-treated. 

First, since other skin ailments some- 

times resemble ringworm, your diag- 



Your Health 

by Gretta Baker 

nosis may be wrong. Second, the treat- 

ment may depend on which type of 

fungus is at fault. 

Vaginitis Caused by Fungus 

Still another variety of fungus is 

responsible for an annoying vaginal 

infection known as moniliasis (also 

ealled candidiasis). This fungus is one 

of many tiny organisms present inside 

the body. Most of the time it is kept 

under control by other tiny organisms 

that compete for existence in the va- 

ginal area. But the balance may be up- 

set through use of antibioties (which 

may kill competing bacteria) or hor- 

monal imbalance related to preg- 

nancy, the menstrual cycle or oceca- 

sionally the onset of diabetes. Then 

the fungus may multiply and cause 

pain, itching and a thick, whitish dis- 

charge. 

Treatment is simple and painless. 

Your physician will probably pre- 

seribe an easily applied drug in the 

form of a cream or a tablet or a jelly. 

Fungal Lung Diseases 

Probably the most serious of the 

fungal diseases are those affecting the 

lungs. Until recently they have often 

been mistaken for tuberculosis or in- 

fluenza, and indeed, the lesions re- 

vealed by X ray are often similar. 

However, careful skin and blood tests 

will generally establish the true cause. 

Histoplasmosis, the most common 

of the fungal lung diseases, has re- 

cently been discovered to be quite 

widespread in certain areas of the 

United States (mostly in the Missouri, 

Mississippi and Ohio river valleys). 
Doctors estimate that a third of the 

young adults in these places have been 

affected at some time. This trouble- 

making fungus breeds in the area of 

chicken coops, pigeon roosts, caves 

and silos; it is spread by inhalation. 

Coccidioidomyeosis and blastomy- 

cosis are similar diseases, with the soil 

as the habitat for the infecting fungi. 

Most common in southwestern United 

States, these fungi can be transported 

by the wind or on trucks and cargo. 

Sometimes lung infections caused 

by fungi are quite slight. When they 

are serious there is, fortunately, a new 

drug, known as Amphotericin B, which 

has been found very helpful against 

all three diseases. 

How tension taxes your body 

““A woman’s work is never done.” 
She’s never able to relax completely 
from her responsibilities to her home 
and family. And on some days 
there’s an unending series of little 
crises that, when added to her jam- 
packed schedule, bring on a lot of 
tension. 

Tension is an insidious thing. You 
have one of those bad days and sud- 
denly tension erupts. You're the vic- 
tim of a miserable headache, taut 
nerves and muscles, queasy stomach. 

When you're in the throes of such 
tension, you need more than a simple 
headache remedy to ease your pain, 
tight nerves and stomach jitters. To 
relieve all three of these symptoms, 
you need Bufferin?® 

The quick and potent action of 
Bufferin in relieving the pain of head- 
ache, tension’s most nagging and 
painful symptom, has been known 

for many years. And clinical studies 
prove that Bufferin works twice as 
fast as aspirin for millions—even 

faster for many others. 

Equally important, stomach jitters 
are calmed by Bufferin with Di- 
Alminate,* the exclusive stomach- 

soothing agent which only Bufferin 
adds to aspirin. 

And, as Bufferin circulates through 

the bloodstream, it exerts an over-all 

calming effect on your body by help- 
ing to relax tense nerves. 

Whenever you have one of those 

bad days and feel tension building 

up, take Bufferin—to relieve your 
headache, calm your — 

nerves, and help 

soothe your jittery 
stomach. 

*Bristol-Myers registered 
trademark for aluminum 
glycinate and magnesium 
carbonate. 



WE ARE PROUD 

TO ANNOUNCE 

THE COELLNS 

announce 

a semi-coelln! 

a semi coellin! | 

| 

. 
Name: Lawrence Edward 

Date: November 24, 1960 

Shown: Step Stool $14.95.* Serving Cart $19.95.* Weight: 7 Ibs. 15% oz. 

Parents: Dick and Sandy Coelln 

Wonderfully useful 
and stylish, too! 

@ Perfect twosome for homemakers everywhere. The sleek, modern Despite the unusual spelling, the pro- 

hourglass step stool is the smartest approach to high level housework. nunciation of our name is the same as 

Its swingaway steps are rubber-treaded, safer. Its saddle-shaped seat, the word “colon.” We decided to an- 

restful for “‘sit-down”’ chores. Sturdy, all steel construction. Washable 

upholstery in wide color choice. The walnut-and-brass cart is really 

all steel, serves your family and friends handsomely. It’s virtually in- 

destructible, easy to keep gleaming. Get both at leading furniture, 

hardware and department stores. MRS. RICHARD R, COELILN 

HAMILTON COSCO, INC. * COLUMBUS, INDIANA BAGAINS Sy, SS caer 

nounee the birth of our first child, 

Lawrence Edward, by using punctu- 

ation terms. 

cosco 

for every purpose... 

every purse! 

e Utility Tables from $8.95.° REDBOOK will pay $50 for each baby 
Stools from $6.95.* announcement used. Announcements must 

PC oa WMP oleltl | jale)isMe Mebactiatia |] Card Tables from $11.95.* be original and must have been actually used 
Folding Chairs to announce the birth of a child of the con- 

from $8.95.* tributor. Announcements must be submitted 
Juvenile Products within six months after the date of birth, and 
from $5.95." q cannot be returned or acknowledged. 

Entries should be sent to Department A, 
*Prices in fair trade states. Redbook Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New 

sare higher in The York 17, New York. All published announce- 

_ ments become the property of the McCall 

Corporation, the publishers of REDBOOK 



Reflections a 

ON ERASERS 

Erasers erase with a trace, 

That's the best that erasers erase, 

And those that do better 

Will rub out a letter 

By leaving a hole in its place. 

The pearl is an oyster’s disease. 

It’s something like dogs’ having fleas, 

Except that a pear! 

Bewitches a girl 

Whom probably fleas would displease. 

To dine on spaghetti it takes 

A fork and a spoon and the breaks. 

A slip of the hand, 

The swing of a strand, 

And look at the mess that it makes. 

os : BAIS 

Friendship Garden gathers them for you in beautiful profusion... 

holds their fragrance close to you with beautiful fidelity. Fragrance 

so light, so bright, so right for every moment of your life. 

Shown left to right: NEW Bubble Bath, 1.00 * NEW Spray Cologne in Golden Sculpture Bottle, 2.00 
The top of the bed is for sleeping, * Dusting Powder, 1.50 * Your favorite store will show you more. 

While beneath it is useful for keeping 

Old stockings and shoes, 

Most objects you lose, 

And whatever you don't feel like sweeping. 

\ ‘ 

A watchdog should bark at a stranger 

To warn us of possible danger, 

But our dog is meek 

And won't even squeak. BUBBLE BATH 

Do you think we ought to exchange her? 

SALAD ALAL 
OP eertee-s 

by Charles Simmons 

Prices plus tox. Also available in Canode 
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So natural... 
even 

HE can't tell! 

Nestle 
Hair Color 
COLOR-BRIGHTENS YOUR HAIR 

SO EASILY + IN ONLY 5 MINUTES 

rinse enhances your 

shade with color- 

ghts and sheen. Quickly rinses 
stays color-true till your next 

Telefe nam Mbie-mele-leme).elale(-mar-liae ce) 
sunny splendor. Gives mouseybrown 
hair dramatic beauty. Glorifies 
faded red with fiery sparkle. Trans 

forms dull black hair to beautiful 
brilliance. 12 glorious shades. 35 

NESTLE COLORINSE 

ortint gives rich, lustrous, 

olor that lasts through 3 
ys. Stronger than a rinse 

a permanent dye! Lanolin 

»d. Nestle Colortint intensi 

fies your own hair shade OR adds 

exciting NEW r. It's world-famous 

for blending-in gray, streaked and 
faded hair. 10 lovely shades 5 

NESTLE COLORTINT 

Nestle C« 

What's New in Records 

by Carlton Brown 

TALENTED 
ANDRE 
PREVIN 
Whether you know his name or not, 
you're almost certain to have heard 

and enjoyed one or more of the 
phenomenal musical talents of André 

Previn. He has written the scores for 

nearly 40 films, composing and con- 

ducting many of them himself, and 

arranging and orchestrating such mu- 
sical hits as Lerner and Loewe’s Gigi 

and the Gershwins’ Porgy and Bess. 

His work on these two, in the order 

named, won him Academy awards in 

1959 and 1960, and helped make best- 

sellers of the original-sound-track re- 

cordings of both Gigi (on M-G-M) 

and Porgy (on Columbia). 

Previn has made an even more 
distinct impression on the music-lis- 

tening public with his brilliant per- 
formances as a pianist. These have 
been so varied that they have won 

him followings among devotees of 

jazz, of popular and of classical 

music. He has appeared as piano 

soloist for seven successive years with 

the Los Angeles Symphony Orchestra 

in Hollywood Bowl and toured the 

United States and Europe in recitals. 

At the same time, in concerts and 

nightclubs, on TV and records, he 

has delighted pop-music fans with his 
highly melodic treatments of show 

tunes, and jazz fans with the rhyth- 

mic drive and fanciful improvisation 
of his playing. 

Behind André’s many-sided suc- 
cess there is most of a young lifetime 

of hard training. Born in Berlin in 
April, 1929, he began to learn piano 

technique and fundamentals at the 

age of six from his father, a music 

teacher and conductor. In the late 

1930s the family took refuge from the 
rising Nazi tide, first in France and 
then in this country. On graduating 
from Beverly Hills High School André 
went to work at the M-G-M studios. 
first as arranger and then while still 

in his teens as conductor. Shortly be- 
fore he resigned last year to free- 

lance, his wife Dory collaborated with 

ok GE ASE esas, 

him as lyricist in writing a number of 
songs for movies. 

André was completely unaware 
of jazz until in his high-school days 

he heard records of Art Tatum, Nat 
Cole and other pianists, whose work 
captivated him. During a two-year 

stint in the Army he came increas- 

ingly under the influence of modern 
jazz artists, but it took him until 1956 

to work out a style of his own that 

suited him well enough to try on the 

public. When he did, in an album 

for Contemporary by a combo headed 
by drummer Shelly Manne, it was 

clear that a sparkling and original 
new talent had arrived on the scene. 

There followed a series of jazz ver- 

sions of show scores for the same 

label, by trios under Manne’s and 
Previn’s names, including “My Fair 
Lady,” an all-time best-seller in the 
jazz field, and most recently “West 

Side Story” and an album of assorted 

show tunes, “King Size.” In a new 

Capitol set, “Dinah Sings, Previn 

Plays,” his relaxed, swinging accom- 
paniment sparks Dinah Shore in some 
highly pleasing renditions of pop fa- 
vorites. 

Last summer André signed to re- 
cord exclusively for Columbia, and 

his first four releases on that label 
give full scope to his versatility. The 

first, “Like Love,” sets his piano 
against lush orchestral backings in ro- 

mantic airs, including three by Previn, 
handled in alternately wistful and 

lighthearted styles. As a trio (with Red 

Mitchell, bass, and Frank Capp, 
drums), he has followed through with 

a roundup of fine show tunes, “Give 
My Regards to Broadway” and an 

album of music from the new Lerner- 
Loewe hit, Camelot. With André Kos- 

telanetz and his Orchestra he plays 
the exacting solo parts of Gershwin’s 

“Rhapsody in Blue” and “Concerto 
in F” with the skill and expressive- 

ness that have been hailed by critics 

and audiences of his concerts. 
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HEINZ BABY FOODS CONTEST...ceELEBRATING NATIONAL BABY WEEK 

A 

+ = TWA Superjet from 
= New York. Enjoy Ist Class 

luxury and gourmet meals. 
aN Only 7 hours! You fly the 
lan finest when you fly TWA. 

4 GRAND PRIZES! 
Be one of four lucky couples to win de luxe, 
all-expense “Second Honeymoons” abroad! 
e You'll live like millionaires for two full 
weeks—visiting London, Paris, the fabu- 
lous Riviera—while a Registered Nurse 
cares for your children at home! 
e You'll fly in Ist Class luxury via TWA, 

e@ Win a RENAULT, too—in addi- 
tion to your “2nd Honeymoon” 
trip. Up to 40 miles per gallon, 
ay to drive and park. Over 800 

dealers assure top service. 

THE SUPERJET AIRLINE}, stay at world- 
famous hotels, dine in Europe’ s finest 
restaurants, be given your own brand- 
new 1961 RENAULT Dauphine sedan to 
drive (and keep—with Heinz Baby Foods 
paving shipping charges back tothe U:S.). 
All this pius $200.00 cash to spend as 
you please! 
e Enter this easy contest— you have every 
chance in the world to WIN! 

tTWA THE SUPERJET AIRLINE is @ service mark owned exclusively by Trans World Airlines, Inc. 

10 SECOND PRIZES! 

Magnificent Extravoice 

HAMMOND ORGANS 
@ Completely new— 
with the special magic 
of Hammond’s exclu- 
sive Extravoice! Rich, 
brilliant tone. Beautiful 
decorator styling. An 
instrument your whole 
family will enjoy! 

Automatic Electric-Eye 

ARGUS CAMERAS 
@New Autronic 35 
color-slide camera! 
Electric eye automati- 
cally sets lens opening 
for light conditions, as- 
sures perfect pictures 
every time. Includes 
flash and carrying case. 

20 THIRD PRIZES! 

De luxe Filter-Flo 

G. E. WASHERS 

@ General Electric’s 
top model—with auto- 
matic cycle selection, 
automatic bleach dis- 
penser, lighted push- 
key controls! Washes 
all fabrics lint-free. 

12-Ib. capacity! 

PRIZES! 

REGINA 
Clean-up Teams 

@ Two prizes in one— 
famous Electrikbroom 
lightweight vacuum 
cleaner plus separate 
electric floor polisher- 
scrubber! Perfect team 

» for easy floor care. 

884 PRIZES IN ALL! 
It’s easy, fun—here are helpful clues: 

e Just jot down what you think your 
baby—if he could talk—would tell 
you about Heinz Baby Foods. 
eFor example, your baby would 
surely tell you that Heinz Baby 
F taste better . . . that they 
help him por strong and healthy 
(because they’re extra-rich in vita- 
mins and minerals). Maybe he’d also 
know that doctors a 
recommend Heinz Bab 
that Heinz Research bm guard 
his health day in, day out... 
that Heinz Baby Foods are the h~ 
kind with handy screw-on caps on 
all varieties, including Meats and 
High Meat Dinners. 
e Enter and WIN! Just complete 
sentence below, using space provided 
or plain paper. Mail entry, with your 
name and address and 6 (or 12—see 
Bonus offer) Heinz Baby Food labels 
or tops from Heinz Baby Cereals, 
to address on coupon. Entries must 
be postmarked by June 15, 1961. All 
entries become property of H. J. 
Heinz Co. Duplicate prizes in case of 
ties. Enter as often as you like—get 
extra entry blanks at your food store. 

600 SIXTH PRIZES! 

De luxe Chrome 

DORMEYER MIXERS 
@ 10 full power speeds! 
Detaches for portable 
use. Automatic beater 
release. Includes bowls, 
grinder. Another Dor- 
meyer appliance that 
belongs in your kitchen. 

*BONUS 
12 Heinz Baby 

e All entrants sending Heine ral ah 
Food labels (or top 
Cereals) instead © 
receive— 

REE—a coupo 

4 of Hei 

he required 
worth 503 on 

up nstant Baby 

the purchase Heinz Baby y Juices. 
Cereals or 

If my baby could talk, here is what he 
(she) would say about Heinz Baby Foods: 

(complete in 25 additional words or less) 

BABY FOODS 
PLEASE PRINT 

NAME 

Mail entry with 6* Heinz Baby Food labels to: Heinz Baby 
Foods, Box 157-O, Mt. Vernon 10, N.Y. 

ADDRESS 

city ZONE STATE 

STORE NAME 
(where you buy Heinz Baby Foods) 

Contest subject to rules on entry blanks available at food stores 
everywhere. Not valid where prohibited, taxed, or restricted. a 



Letters to the Editor 

AMERICAN MORALITY 

I have read your article “American 
Morality” (February). It is one of the 
finest, most truthful, hard-hitting 
articles I have read for some time. And 
| must add that I was brought up in the 

World War II years by parents who be- 
lieved the old adage “Right is right and 
wrong is wrong.” Yet today [ find it 

such a very difficult job to teach my 

children the same thing when they see 
so much wrong condoned as right or 
passed over lightly. . . . 

Mrs. Everett CHILDEN 
Decatur, Ill. 

Your magazine has been a favorite 
of mine for many years. The articles 
printed have never been, in my opinion, 
anti- or pro-Catholic. Therefore I was 
very much surprised and disappointed 
to find in your article “American Morali- 
ty” a statement by Dr. Margaret Mead: 
“It is peculiarly American to believe 
that if a system or law appears to be in- 
equitable at any point, we are absolved 
from loyalty to it. Ours being a pre- 
dominantly Protestant population, the 
typically Protestant belief that one 
should not obey an unjust law is sig- 
nificant too... .” 

Surely Dr. Mead and the editors of 
RepBook must realize that a person’s 
morals have nothing to do with the par- 
ticular religion he happens to follow. 
Moreover, you must also realize that 
there are many, many Protestants who 
have very high moral standards. . . . 

Frances M. Tow 
South Barre, Vt. 

. . . | believe that Americans are 
not less moral but more moral as each 
day goes by. There has always been a 
tendency to whitewash yesteryear and to 
speak of the “good old days.” If we 
were not more moral, we could not de- 

sire to clean up towns, cities, school 
boards, police departments, improve 
the facilities for the physically and 
mentally handicapped. Our expecta- 
tions and demands are higher than they 
have ever been. It is not that people 
accept cheating . . . but that each of us 
is growing up and finding out that the 
world isn’t the fairy-tale place we ex- 
pected when we were young. We have 
learned tolerance. ... I sincerely be- 
lieve that the vast majority of people 
are idealists who expect the best of the 

people with whom they associate. . . . 
Let’s remove the whitewash from yester- 
year but not let it prevent us from try- 
ing, as I’m certain we shall, to achieve 
greater heights tomorrow. 

Bernice M. Lunp 
Cambridge City, Ind. 

Just recently [ commented to a 
group of friends that I loved the nov- 
els at the end of every Repsook and 
always found them in good taste. 

The recent novel in the February 
issue, “No Wider Than the Heart,” 
was a disappointment to me inasmuch 
as it made no apologies for the illicit 

love affair before marriage and tended 
to condone it....In an issue of Rep- 
BooK which lamented the state of 
American morality, I feel this novel 
helped none to improve it, and in the 
case of adolescent readers, might do 
great harm. I hope that Repsook will 
not disappoint me again. 

A READER 
Columbus, Ohio 

PENNSYLVANIA DUTCH 
COUNTRY 

Glancing through the February is- 
sue of Repsook, I was surprised to come 
across the wonderful story about the 
Pennsylvania Dutch (“The Small World 
of the Pennsylvania Dutch”). I was 
born and raised in Reading, Pennsyl- 
vania, and have been to all the places 
you wrote about.... I still do a great 
deal of the old Dutch cooking (down- 
to-earth cooking, my husband calls it); 
no fancy frills. I have been away from 
that part of the country for many years, 
but I'll never forget it. So once again 
I'll thank you for publishing a real 
down-to-earth story about things and 
places I have known. 

Mrs. E. Wurre 
Delray Beach, Fla. 

What a delight it was to read Rob- 
ert Deardorff’s article on the Penn- 
sylvania Dutch! Although I’m from 
Ohio, we often feasted on red eggs, 
mush, apple butter, dried apples and 
dried corn and — favorite of favorites 
— wonderful shoofly pie! Living here 
in Kansas City (my husband’s home 
town), | discovered that no one had 
ever heard of shoofly pie — but those 
who tasted it loved it! If anyone 
would like to try it, here’s an old 
family recipe: 

In a bowl, rub together until crum- 
bly: “2 cup flour, 2 cup white sugar, 

about ‘2 stick butter. Set aside. Line 
a pie pan with unbaked pastry. 

Mix well together: 2 cup molas- 
ses, “2 cup boiling water, 2 teaspoon 
soda (slightly rounded). 

Pour molasses mixture into pie 
shell. Quickly and evenly sprinkle the 
reserved crumbs into the pie. Bake 
for five minutes at 400° F. to bake 
bottom crust before it soaks. Reduce 
heat to 350° F. and bake 30 minutes. 
(If too hot, reduce again to 300° F.) 

Mrs. Lioyp Bepsworts, Jr. 
North Kansas City, Mo. 

MOMMY, GO "WAY 

I’ve just finished reading “And 
Mommy Makes Three” (February) and 
I can’t begin to tell you how much I en- 
joyed it. I laughed till the tears came. 
I've been spending hours reading the 
well-known baby books on avoiding jeal- 
ousy of the new baby, but after reading 
that story I’m spending my time enjoy- 
ing the children. I also have a boy of 
two and a little girl three months old 
who adore one another.... I believe 

we should have more humorous stories 
about children and family so we won’t 
forget that although things may seem 
dificult today, there’ll come a time 
when we can look back and laugh. 

Mrs. W. K. Tyner 
Salina, Kans. 

. . . If Rollie Hochstein thought 
she had it bad bringing a new baby 
home to an older child, she should have 
seen me bring mine home to two older 
children. I had told the children that 
Baby Kay was “our” baby, and that was 
the biggest mistake I have ever made.... 

Take heart, Rollie Hochstein. In 
your family, “Mommy Makes Three.” 
In this one she makes four! 

Mrs. Faye B. WituiaMs 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

THE PRICE OF MILK 

| have just finished reading the 
article in your February issue “Are We 
Paying Too Much for Milk?” I am a 
milkman in the Cleveland, Ohio, area. 
.. . You state that the Cleveland quart 
price (home-delivered) is 24 cents, but 
you do not let your readers know that 
this is for the premium quart of milk 
which cannot be purchased in the store. 
You see, the milk in the store, 174% 
cents a quart in half-gallon and gallon 
containers, has a lower butterfat con- 
tent. We also carry this same milk for 
home delivery in quart bottles and give 
a quantity discount. . . . 

Wape R. Hunter 
Euclid, Ohio 

It is true that in some areas the milk 
delivered to your door may have a 
higher butterfat content than that which 
can be purchased at the store. The 
higher quality of the home-delivered 
milk, however, does not entirely account 
for the price differential. Tue Eprrors 

MIKE NICHOLS 

In your February article dealing 
with Mike Nichols and Elaine May you 
state that “Mike’s mother, a daughter 
of a German Social Democratic leader, 
was later murdered by the Nazis.” I 
would suggest that you inform Mike’s 
mother of her “murder.” She is now 
married to Dr. Franz Hausberger, is 
living in Philadelphia and is my moth- 
er’s best friend. Would you please 
print a retraction of the announce- 
ment of her “murder”? 

Racpu M. ENGEL 
New York. N. Y. 

This misstatement resulted from a ty- 
pographical error. The sentence should 
have read: “Mike's mother is the 
daughter of a German Social Demo- 
cratic leader who was murdered by 
the Nazis.” Tue Epirors 

Address LETTERS TO THE EDITOR, Redbook 

Magazine, 280 Park Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 



SUNNYBAKE HASH 

Corned Beef Hash like men order for lunch. That’s 

the kind Armour makes. With plenty of good Armour beef, 

diced potatoes, and a touch of onion. But mostly beef. Try 

it—a meaty main dish for less than 14* a serving. j 
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IVER 50 YEARS, MAX FACTOR HAS DEDICATED HIS LIFE TO HELPING WOMEN ALL OVER THE WORLD BE MORE BEAUTIFUL. 

MAX FACTOR reveals the essentials for a healthier, flawless skin... 
so your cosmetics can make you look even lovelier! 

** A skin that is smooth-textured, mois- 

ture-soft and flawlessly clean,” says Max 
Factor, world-famed beauty expert, “is a 
skin that works with cosmetics to make 

you look your most beautiful!” However, 
very rare is the complexion that is nat- 
urally perfect. Almost all women must 

overcome certain skin-beauty problems 
That is why Max Factor has created 

these beauty essentials. One may quickly 

solve your skin-beauty problem—or like 

many women, you may need all three 
to make your complexion perfect. Active 

Moisturizer, Secret Key, and Doublk 

Depth Cleansing Cream all come in 

attractive non-breakable plastic bottles 

DRY OR 

FLAKING SKIN? 

ACTIVE MOISTUR 

IZER is a humec 

filled formula, spe 

cially designed to at 

sorb in 30 seconds 

and provide the vital 

moisture your skin 

needs. Keeps your 

skin dewy-soft under 

make-up $2.50 

Max FACTOR 

Secret 
Key 

UNBALANCED 
COMPLEXION? 

SECRET KEY—an 

exclusive discovery 

tones, conditions 

and beauty-balances 

s the 

nvisible film 

pliment a more beau 

tiful you $1.50 

CLOGGED PORES 
OR DULL SKIN? 

DOUBLE DEPTH 

CLEANSING CREAM 

is a gentle lotion that 

removes every type 

of skin-dulling soil 

and make-up from 

the surface; then 

goes deep into pores 

to cleanse more 

thoroughly. Never 

dries your skin. $1.50 





Why should an event that promises such happiness 

cause so much anguish as well? Here is a frank 

discussion of the problems and feelings that most 

young parents never admit—even to themselves 

The young laboratory technician was 

explaining the changes that had taken 

place in his home life since the arrival 

of a first baby. ‘Our apartment used 

to smell of my wife's perfume and 

my pipe tobacco, but now it smells 

of diapers and baby powder,” he said 

with a wry smile./“"We wanted a baby 

so badly,” his wife added, ‘‘and after it 

arrived we felt closer than we ever had 

before. But during those first few months, 

when we couldn't get enough sleep, both of 

us were so edgy and upset, and sometimes 

we wondered whether or not our marriage 

could stand the strain.” / Recently I talked 

with a great many married couples about 

their initiation into parenthood. Almost every one, 

| discovered, had been through very much the same 

painful period of readjustment. There was little in 

their backgrounds or marital experience to 

prepare the wives for the long hours, constant 

interruptions in routine, isolation from social 

contacts, worry about loss of figure and, worst of all, 

guilt feelings about real or imagined shortcomings 

as mothers./As for the husbands, they hadn’t fully 

anticipated the disruption of (Continued on page 104) 

by John Kord Lagemann 







He did not understand what had happened or why his father grieved. 

But he knew, as only a child can know, the healing power of love 

Colors of the Morning 
The day of his mother’s funeral Mike awoke slowly, vaguely conscious of something waiting 

to hurt him. He lay quietly, listening for Mama singing in the kitchen, Daddy’s shaving 

buzz. There was no sound. A Sunday silence lay upon the house. 

He jumped up, skidded to the door, braced himself and tiptoed down the hall, ready to 

play the Sunday-morning game, to pounce on Mama and Daddy in their bed. Peeking 

into the semidarkened room, he saw Daddy lying on his stomach. Daddy was being 

sick again, making choking noises in the pillow. 

Then the hurt moved over Mike. Where Mama should have been, the sheets and 

blankets were all piled up like the white snow and the green waves in Mama’s 

paintings. Mama had gone away. She had not told him where. And she had 

not even fixed the come-back clock. 

He went slowly into the kitchen and stood before the come-back clock on 

the shelf. It spoke to him only if Mama told it to. Before going out, as 

she sometimes did, leaving him with a baby sitter, she would go with 

him to the kitchen and fix the come-back clock. Then, bending down 

in her going-out hat and giving him the look that means “I’m glad 

you’re here,” she would tell him where she was going. 

“When the clock goes birrrh,” she always said, “it’s telling you, 

‘Mama will be back in a jiffy.’ ” 

Lots of times she fooled the come-back clock and came home 

before it rang, but they let it ring anyway and laughed at it 

together. Mike wished she would fool it right now. He wished 

it would go dirrrh this very minute. 

But she had not fixed it. She had not told him where she was 

going. She had fallen down on the magic carpet in the hall and 

her pink hat had rolled under a chair in the living room. 

He ran now in urgency to the hall closet and opened the door. 

The pink hat was still there, hanging on a hook. Mama loved 

» hats. “Never hang a hat on a hook,” Mama had said once, and 

liking the words, Mike made a song of them. Someone who 

didn’t know Mama had come into (Continued on page 98) 

by Violet Wood 
Illustrated by Dick Stone 





A Redbook Dialogue 

Debbie Reynolds & Billy Graham 
talk frankly about love and faith 
Only intimate friends of Debbie Reynolds could have 

known what the young actress has in common with the 

world-famous evangelist Billy Graham. In Hollywood 

Debbie has been closely associated with the Bel Air Pres- 

byterian Church; her pastor, the Reverend Louis Evans, 

Jr., is a good friend of Billy Graham. In addition Debbie 

has admired Dr. Graham ever since she first heard him 

preach when she was a girl in her teens. At REDBOOK’s 

suggestion the actress and the minister finally came to- 

gether and had a chance to talk earnestly about matters 

of the heart: their faith, their families and their futures. 

pEBBIE: You probably don’t remember, Dr. Graham, 

but I heard you speak about ten years ago when I 

was in Texas, playing at a theater in Houston, and I 

had an evening off. That afternoon I was giving an 

interview—nobody knew me at the time but this man 

was kind enough to want to see me—and he said, 

‘* Well, what are you doing tonight? Going out on a 

date?’’ And I said, ‘‘ Yes, I do have a date. Tonight 

my motherand I are going to hear Dr. Grahamspeak.”’ 

This astonished him and he mentioned it in his news- 

paper story, and I guess somebody must have called 

it to your attention because you sent me a Bible. 

Which incidentally I still have. 

DR. GRAHAM: I remember, Debbie. 

peBBIE: That reporter couldn’t believe a young per- 

son on her one night off would want to go hear a 

speaker speak of God. But you know, there are a lot 

of young people today who feel the way I did then. I 

know many teen-agers, wonderful young people, and 

most of them have God in their lives. They have a 

faith, whichever one it may be, and it gives them 

strength. 

DR. GRAHAM: That’s true, but when I visit colleges 

and universities, as I do all the time, I find many 

others are searching for faith. Just this morning I 

received a letter from a university student body 

president, and he was saying that on the campus 

there is this vacuum, and students are searching for 

something to fill it, and he felt they needed a Spir- 

itual Emphasis Week. I remember a student I met 

when I held a mission at (Continued on page 111) 



What Your Dentist Should Charge 



Is your family getting good dental care at 

a fair price? To help you answer this vital 

question, here—for the first time—is a full 

report on dentists’ fees across the country 

In Cincinnati most dentists would charge you $4 

to fill a tooth. In Los Angeles you would probably 

pay $8. In some cities dentists would charge 

$2 to clean your teeth and in others they would 

charge $10. A gold crown would cost you $25 

in one city, $75 in another. 

These actual charges, which come from a new 

REDBOOK survey of dental costs, point up the 

chaos that surrounds dentists’ fees throughout 

the nation today. In many cases the fees seem 

very fair, but sometimes they appear to be deter- 

mined largely by what the traffic will bear. 

This conclusion is borne out by the findings 

of an eminent “Commission on the Survey of Den- 

tistry,” which recently completed an exhaustive 

study of dental practice. Although the commis- 

sion was impressed by a generally high level of 

ethics in the profession, the bewildering spread 

in fees led it to conclude that “some dentists 

have difficulty in maintaining a proper balance 

between personal gain and public service.” 

To help people break out of the price maze 

that results from this situation, REDBOOK 

has prepared this dollars-and-cents re- 

port on the cost of dental care 

today. It reveals what most 

dentists charge for the most 

common services and it 

suggests a variety of 

ways to make your annual dental costs lower. 
Three major factors affect dental fees: where 

you live, the dentist’s location and his experience. 

With few exceptions, fees are highest in the 

West and Southwest, lowest in New England and 

the Deep South. They are higher in big cities 

and suburbs than in rural areas. They are lowest 

when a dentist starts out in practice; he raises 

them steadily until they reach a peak when he is 

between 35 and 44; then he lowers them slowly. 

With those pointers in mind you can now see 

how the prices you have been paying compare 

with the average, as determined by government 

reports, surveys of the American Dental Associa- 

tion and REDBOOK’S own survey. 

The key to dental health is preventive dentis- 

try, which consists of regular X rays, prophylaxis, 

and fluoridation of children’s teeth. Fortunately, 

these are among the least expensive dental pro- 

cedures. By providing proper preventive care for 

you and your family, you will avoid—or minimize— 

the need for more costly corrective work. 

What is good protective care? Here is a de- 

scription of the most important procedures and 

the prices being charged for them: 

X rays. No effective care can begin without 

pictures of the entire mouth, because it is a rare 

dentist who will find all decay or gum ailments 

without them. The dentistry commission calls 

X rays a must, and modern protective equipment 

removes the danger of overexposure to radiation. 

Sometimes the fee for X rays is included in 

an over-all charge for examination and diagnosis. 

But when X rays are charged for separately, a 

complete series (Continued on page 86) 

by Harold Mehling 
Photograph by Murray Duitz 



ONE PERFECT 
SUMMER by Kaatje Hurlbut 

If the members of the family were a trifle nonchalant about the amount of clothing 

they wore, it was a pleasant failing, because they were such nice-looking people. 

Even so, it was one of the things Aunt Betty, when she came to visit, had to get used 

to. She couldn’t help thinking they might look even nicer in a marble bas-relief. Of 

course, she herself had brought up Ridgely, the dear boy, and she could remember 

having to explain to him that clothing was a necessity. His little mind had been 

engaged with more enchanting matters, and he had been a child of invulnerable view- 

point—sternly poetic, so esthetically correct. And here he was, a grown man, playing 

papa. Imagine! She could only hope his children were like him, bless his dear heart. 

Well, they were delightful. And so was Emma. Emma had not become fat. but 

round, and the sun had ripened her skin to the color of wheat; her bosom was small 

and neat, and she moved softly and smiled reflectively, as if (Continued on page 94) 



Some families 

have a private 

paradise. But 

unless you can laugh 

and be enchanted by 

sheer happiness, don’t 

enter this one 

ILLUSTRATED BY BERNIE FUCHS 



eMomersDay 
A Short Short Story Complete on These Two Pages 

BY MARY JANE WALDO 

‘*T just don’t understand your 

mother,’’ Georgia said as they 

drove home from a visit with her 

mother-in-law. 

‘So what else is new?’’ her 

husband asked 

‘All afternoon she was say 

ing, ‘Phooey on Mother’s Day,’ ”’ 
said Georgia. “‘Get that axle out 

of your brother’s ear.’’ This last 
was directed to Buddy, who at 

five was addicted to carrying out 

clinical experiments on his young 
sibling. 

‘* After that blasphemy,’’ Car! 

inquired, “‘did she spit on the 

flag’ 

‘*You think you're so smart,”’ 
Georgia said. ‘‘ I’m not being crit 

ical. I love your mother. She’s 
like my own. I think she’s won 

derful. But why is she conducting 
this vendetta against Mother’s 

Day? She says it embarrasses 

her.”’ 

**Maybe it does,”’ said Car! 
‘*But why? Don’t feed him 

those !’’ She took a handful of BB 

shot from Buddy 

‘*But he likes them,’’ Buddy 

argued mildly. Georgia refused 

to dignify this opinion with an 
answer. She returned to Harriet 
Ramsey’s eccentric attitude to 
ward that all-American institu 

tion, Mother’s Day. “‘She says she 

feels as if people were congratu 
lating her on having won a mil- 

lion dollars. She says she had all 

the fun and now she feels silly to 

be thanked for it. She says no 

presents, no dinner out — we're 

all supposed to come to her house 
and she’ll cook us dinner. Be 
cause her children are—what did 
she say? Something pretty. Oh, 
yes. She says her children give 

her life its purpose, its meaning, 
its joy. You know the way she 

talks.’’ 

‘So?’’ Carl asked, expertly 

guiding the car into the garage. 

“So nothing,’’ said Georgia 

gloomily. “‘You take Buddy in 
and [’ll take Tim.”’ Both children 
had suddenly fallen asleep as 
though hit on the head.... 

All week Georgia pondered. 
Carl’s mother wasn’t just full of 
talk—she really did have children 

to be proud of. Dave was success- 
ful in business, involved in civic 
enterprises; Dorothy, the only 

unmarried one, was editor of a 
country weekly that was growing 
in state-wide reputation. Carl 
was struggling in early law prac- 

tice, Stan was in the legislature, 
the other two girls had married 
well.... How would Buddy and 
Tim turn out? Georgia wasn’t 
ambitious for them; but how 
could you be sure of rearing de- 
cent, whole people? Without a 
proper mother who thought of 

them as joys and purposes, they 
might be bums or criminals. This 
seemed especially likely in Bud- 
dy’s case. 

‘*Give that wheel back to Jane 

and tell her you’re sorry you 
took it off her tricycle,’’ she told 
him as she dragged the reluctant 

penitent across the street. 
‘But I’m not sorry,”’ he said. 

‘I needed it to make a scooter.’’ 
“You apologize or you'll be 

sorry,’’ Georgia promised him. 

What she lacked, she decided, 
was patience. Or wisdom. Money 
too, of course. It was easier for 
some people to be tranquil than 
for other people, especially if the 
other people were worrying 

about whether or not they were 
going to have another baby when 
they couldn’t afford it. 

Saturday before Mother’s 
Day was the last straw. 

‘“*T’ve got the wagon today,’ 
she told the supermarket boy. 

He carried the groceries out 

and then came back in, looking 



puzzled and a trifle hostile. 
‘‘There’s no station wagon out 
there,”’ he said. 

‘* Well, there’s a coaster wag- 
on,’’ Georgia said. You’d think 

the boy had never heard of any- 
thing but a station wagon! You’d 
think every single woman who 
shopped there had a station wag- 
on of her own. On the way home, 
lifting the wagon over the curb, 
she had the particular feeling 

that told her she was indeed go- 

ing to have another baby, and 

she knew that not thinking about 

problems never made them go 

away. When they were in the 
house and the ice cream and meat 

were safely in the refrigerator, 
she sat down and looked at the 

tar they had tracked in on the 
rug and cried. I’m not good 
enough, she thought. I can’t even 

find meaning and joy in two, let 

alone three. ... 
When they got to Carl’s par- 

ents’ for the Mother’s Day din- 
ner, Carl stayed outside. Buddy 
went directly to the barn, which 
was full of fascinating, inde- 
structible junk and never off 

limits. But Tim was his grand- 

mother’s boy; he ran to be lifted 

onto her wide lap; he patted her 

hair. 
‘*Are those witto earmutts?”’ 

he asked. At three he knew how 
to take an interest in a woman. 

Harriet laughed. ‘‘ No, they’re 
not earmuffs,’’ she said. ‘‘ They 
are my new hairdo. Now, what 
did you learn in nursery school 
this week?’’ 

ILLUSTRATED BY MARIBETH OLSON 

Tim pondered the question. 
He brightened. ‘‘I can hing a 
hong about a horty,’’ he offered. 

‘By all means,’’ she said. 
‘*Sing me a song about a horsey.’’ 

Georgia wandered about dis- 
consolately, wondering if Tim 
would ever speak properly, if 
Buddy would set anything on 

fire today, if she would be sud- 
denly sick at her stomach, how 
she could present her gift with 
out offending. Harriet solved 
this last for her. ‘‘What have 
you got there?’’ she asked. 

Georgia held out the package. 

‘I! don’t think you’ll mind it,’’ 
she said. ‘‘It’s not really a gen- 
uine present.”’ 

With her arms still around 
Tim, Harriet unwrapped the 
package. She looked long and 
lovingly at the picture of the 
boys, unfamiliar in angelic pose. 
‘*Mind it?’’ she said. ‘‘I love it. 
It’s absolutely the only thing | 
did want. Another brick in the 
wall.’’ 

‘*The wall?’’ asked Georgia. 
‘*The wall we all try to build 

against mortality,’’ Harriet said, 
wiping a random tear from her 
cheek. ‘‘The wall against the 
thought of having lived for noth- 

ing, accomplished nothing—the 
blessed continuation.’’ She 
looked at Georgia speculatively. 
In certain matters she was a bit 
of a witch. ‘‘Maybe next year 
there’ll be another brick in the 
wall.’’ 

Georgia blushed. ‘‘ 1 guess so,”’ 

she said. She thought she would 

ery; pregnant women are dis- 
gustingly emotional, she told 

herself. 

‘‘But you’ve wanted a girl,’’ 
Harriet reminded her. 

‘“*T know,’’ said Georgia. ‘‘ But 
1’m not sure if I...Sometimes | 
think some people are made for 
motherhood and others aren’t.”’ 

‘*But you’ve never had any 
serious trouble.”’ 

‘*T don’t mean having them,”’ 
Georgia said. ‘‘I mean bringing 

them up. All week I’ve been 
thinking about what you said 
and wondering what’s wrong 
with me that I don’t feel the way 
you do. About its being a sacred 

privilege and the purpose of life, 

the joy of life. It’s so hard for 

me. | have to fight all the time.’’ 
There was silence, with Tim 

striving to remove the stones 
from his grandmother’s ring and 

Georgia afraid to raise her eyes 

from the rug. 

‘‘Dear Lord, why do I talk so 
much!’ Harriet exclaimed. ‘*| 
wasn’t thinking of you when | 
was philosophizing all over the 
place. Just thinking of myself, 
as usual. Look, Georgia, you 
can’t compare the downgrade 
with the upgrade. Just look at 
me! My work is done. I’m like 
the smug mountain climber on 

his way down, looking back over 

his shoulder and thumbing his 

nose at the peak he scaled. Hug- 
ging himself a bit and thinking: 

It wasn’t so much, after all. It 

wasn't too tough. It was all sim- 
ply glorious!”’ 

Outside there arose the howl 

of outrage which meant that 
Buddy had been bitten by a 
horse, trodden upon by a cow or 
insulted by a chicken. ‘‘Come 
on,’’ Harriet said. ‘‘ No—you sit 
still. I’ll go rescue the young. | 

miss the old fight sometimes.”’ 
Carl came in to find Georgia 

staring at the picture of the boys. 
Actually she wasn’t seeing it at 
all; she was wondering what a 
mountain climber needed more 
than anything else. When she 
saw Carl, she knew. 

‘A good man at the other end 

of the rope,’’ she said. And she 

smiled at him to let him know it 
was all right with her that it was 
Mother’s Day. ... THE END 



by CATHARINE BOYD 

A free trip! It was one thing 
to coax her bridegroom to let 
her go and quite another for him 
to agree—enthusiastically 

Or course, you might go back a year and blame the 
whole thing on their honeymoon, Actually it was her 
honeymoon you’d have to blame it on; hts honeymoon 

was absolutely perfect. Y Margie had rather taken it 

for granted that they’d go to Hawaii. They lived in 
San Francisco, so it was only a ten-day cruise, and 
everybody—well, almost everybody — goes to the 

Islands for a honeymoon. Or wants to. And Kev had 

been hoarding money like mad for a year and a half. ¥ 
**The place we’re going is a secret,’’ Kevin told her 

firmly, and wouldn’t spare a hint for all her pleading. 
Hopelessly stubborn, Scottish-sired Kevin MacFar- 
land, and just as well to know it now as later. Bossy too. 
‘‘Take a bathing suit and a couple of good warm 
sweaters. But I won’t say where.’’ ¥ ‘‘ Just so it isn’t 

by plane,’’ Margie told him. ¥ The ‘‘ good warm sweat- 
ers’’ caused her some concern, since it was the first of 

April. Besides, he hadn’t said a word about Dramamine 
for mal de mer. But knowing how Kevin adored her, she 
thought surely he must mean Hawaii! “ After the cere- 
mony her state of enchantment was such that she 
scarcely noticed their route toward the railway station 
instead of the docks. And when she did notice, Kevin 

was looking so pleased with his secret that she settled 
back in his arms and let him enjoy it. So off they trundled 
by train to Banff, Alberta, and flower-decked rooms in 

the Chalet at Lake Louise. ¥ At the time, Margie was 
suffering a blissful myopia that confined her vision to the 
immediate area of her bridegroom’s presence, and while 
she was vaguely aware of the shimmering emerald lake, 
she was much more dazzled by Kevin himself. He had 
dark, glowing eyes and close-eropped hair she couldn’t 
quite catch hold of, and a square, (Continued on page 90) 
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BY LILLIAN SMITH 

THE ORDEAL OF SOUTHERN WOMEN 
Behind the angry faces of the mob there 

were other women — torn between lifelong 

beliefs and anguish at what was happening 

to their children. Here is their story as they 

confided it to a distinguished Southern writer 

On the morning of November 14, 1960, a 

small girl with a perky bow in her hair walked 

to school with her mother. It was her first 

day at the Frantz Public School in New Or- 

leans and she was its first Negro pupil. 

That same morning 40 white children, 

out of a normal enrollment of 500, came to 

school too — most of them accompanied by 

their mothers and fathers. 

People were tense, uncertain. The federal 

courts had ordered the New Orleans School 

Board to begin ‘‘desegregation’’ of its pub- 

lic schools, and the board had complied by 

placing one Negro child in Frantz and four 

in McDonogh 19 — both formerly ‘white’ 

schools. After the announcement the phones 

began to ring: Parents were threatened with 

loss of jobs and harm to their children; ru- 

mors grew ominous; the radio and the press 

carried statements urging the white parents 

not to comply with the federal ruling. ‘‘Stay 

away,”’ strangers told parents on the streets. 

“Stay away,”’ close friends warned, ‘‘or your 

children may get hurt.” 

But despite threats and anonymous in- 

sults, and warnings from high officials, a 

small number of white parents brought their 

children, as did the colored parents, to both 

schools. Quietly, without talk, they guided 

the youngsters that first morning through a 

muttering, hostile crowd gathered on the 

street in front of the schools. 

Next day, and the next and the next, the 

children walked to school — but now it had 

become a long, arduous journey. For the 

crowds had grown larger and were dominated 

by screaming women who taunted the chil- 

dren and blocked their way. 

These women, of whom the world has 

heard so much, were not pleasant to look 

at, with curlers in their hair, gum in their 

mouths, obscene words on their lips. They 

did not seem to be mothers who were fright- 

ened about ‘‘integration’’ and attempting to 

protest it. Appearing as if on schedule every 

morning and setting up the same pattern of 

jeers and chants and threats, they seemed 

rather to be people hired to do a job. 

Night after night, at the news hour, mil- 

lions watched this (Continued on page 81) 

it was hard to tell what Yolanda Gabrielle thought of the women who screamed at her day after day. She almost never spoke of it. 
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by Robert J. Levin 
Photograph by Bob Willoughby 

Elizabeth Taylor’s 
Fight for Survival 
At 29 Elizabeth Taylor has been transformed 

from a girl with “the body of a woman and 

the mind of a child” to a strong-willed woman 

who has defended her reputation, her career, 

even her life. How did she find this strength? 

In an interview early last year Elizabeth Taylor told 

me: “I’m a fighter. Eddie tells me that at times I’m 

too much of a fighter. But I’d rather be a fighter than 

a quitter.” Although she was then referring to conflicts 

with other people, Elizabeth Taylor’s self-description 

proved accurate during the four nights and three days 

in the London Clinic two months ago that she spent 

battling for her life. When she had passed the criti- 

cal point her husband, Eddie Fisher, said, ‘‘Elizabeth 

just never stopped fighting.” 

A medical specialist told reporters: “She is a 

woman of great courage.”” Another doctor indicated 

that, if anything, she may have fought too hard. ‘We 

had to sedate her occasionally,” he explained, “‘because 

the essential thing is complete and absolute rest, and 

Miss Taylor often struggled more than was good for her.” 

During the past two years Elizabeth Taylor has 

demonstrated her capacity to fight successfully for her 

personal reputation and her (Continued on page 76) 





We Changed Our Minds About Camping 
We thought the vast outdoors 

was for a special breed of the 

hale, hardy—and foolish— 

until we tried it. Now we pitch 

a family tent every summer 

and have the time of our lives 

My husband’s big-city business 

associates raised their eyebrows 

the first time they heard we were 

going camping. In fact, they re- 

acted as though we had announced 

plans to climb the Matterhorn. To 

them, campers were part lumber- 

jack, part Boy Scout and the rest 

just plain mad. 

We scoffed at their scoff and 

set out on a two-week trip to Ni- 

agara Falls and Canada armed 

with a tarpaulin, a frayed sleep- 

ing bag, a leaky air mattress and 

three eager children. 

That first trip was invaluable 

to us. It pointed out — and all 

too clearly — that we had done 

everything wrong. Inadequately 

clothed and sheltered, we froze, 

and very publicly, for the entire 

two weeks. But our chilling ad- 

venture also taught us that with 

proper planning and equipment 

camping can be beautiful, and we 

have spent the last five summers 

answering the call of the camp 

stove and insect repellent. 

by Jacki Reubens 
Illustrated by Robert Shore 

Why do so many young fami- 

lies go camping? First, it’s fun! 

Children take to the woods like 

ducks to water, with the wonder 

of the whole outdoors to explore. 

And there’s something about 

camping to appeal to every age. 

Everyone responds to beauty and 

adventure, and camping never 

fails to produce plenty of both. 

Last summer, for example, while 

driving to our camp in Yellow- 

stone, we took the northern route 

over the Big Horn Mountains of 

Wyoming. The scenery was grand 

and overpowering, but no one had 

told us that many mountain roads 

in the West do not have guard- 

rails. We drove for 30 miles 

along hairpin turns with our right 

wheels only six inches away from 

1,500-foot sheer drops. 

As any camper will tell you, 

all campers are wonderful peo- 

ple. It’s true. Campers are a spe- 

cial breed, considerate, friendly 

and honest. Nothing is ever locked 

and nothing is stolen. (By peo- 

ple, that is. We came back to 

camp one night to find that some 

hungry little beast had chewed 

a hole in a leather case to get 

at my husband’s secret cache of 

peanuts — “survival rations,” he 

calls them.) Camping can also 

be a great leveler. Exchanging 

ideas and experiences with people 

from all walks of life and from 

every part of the country is a 

refreshing change, especially for 

the cloistered urbanite. 

Perhaps best of all, camping 

pulls the family together for a 

while. No P.T.A. meetings for 

Mother, no club meetings for our 

children, no working late for 

Daddy. For these few weeks all 

individual interests are set aside 

and the family really shares 

everything, from the sometimes 

crowded little tent to the unlimited 

grandeur of the vast outdoors. 

Finally, aside from staying at 

home, you can’t find a more eco- 

nomical vacation. Campsite fees 

are either minimal ($1 or $2 a 

night for the whole family) or 

nonexistent. Food costs less than 

at home, since there’s no need for 

fancy menus. And the only travel 

expense is car maintenance, and 

this, of course, depends on your 

car and how far you go. 

The secret of a successful camp- 

ing trip is careful planning. My 

husband begins in the winter by 

collecting all his chamber-of- 

commerce brochures and camp- 

site literature. For months he 

spends (Continued on page 88) 





When they drove away from the house at 

527 Elm Street, Lib didn't even look back. 

She didn’t need to. She had seen hundreds 

of houses like it, and every feature was 

imprinted on her mind: the big square 

rooms, dark, stained woodwork, the sun 

porch, the dim back entry and the claw- 

footed bathtub. She didn’t need to look at 

Eim Street either to know its character: 

tall trees and substantial houses with 

frame garages and wide front porches. 

Lib glanced at Doug, who hadn't said a 

word since they had gone through the 

house, parted from the realtor and started 

for home. She tried to keep the eagerness 

out of her voice. 

‘What did you think of it?” 

“Lots of room.” 

“Yes."" She sighed. ‘‘Wouldn’t the girls 

love all that room? And when the baby 

comes, wouldn't it be lovely to have enough 

space in the bathroom to set up the Bath- 

inette?”’ 

“Yeah,” he said. 

They drove through town, past the tap 

and die plant where Doug was a designer, 

and on out to Berry Hill. All the houses on 

Berry Hill were nice new houses—six-room- 

and-carport houses, with patios in back 

and tricycles in front. Lib and Doug, with 

two small daughters, had expected to be 

happy in Berry Hill for a long, long time— 

but that was before their twin girls were 

born, making them a family of six, and be- 

fore the new baby decided to join them. 
Lib saw their house and spotted Betsy and 

Patty at the front door, each ‘‘baby-sitting"’ 

a little sister. 

“Did you buy the house?”’ they shrieked. 

“Are we going to move?” 

Lib went slowly up the steps. Doug’s 
hand felt good under her arm, solid and 

reassuring, just like Doug himself. 

“‘Not so fast,’’ she said wearily. ‘Give 

us time to think. Have you fed the twins?” 

“We didn’t but Gran did. She came by.” 

Betsy gave Patty a push and they tumbled 

onto the sofa. ‘‘She wanted to know where 

you were.” 

“Did you tell her?’’ 

“We just said you'd gone out to buy a 

new house.”’ 

Doug groaned. He dropped his coat on 

a chair and headed for the kitchen. Lib 

heard the refrigerator door open and shut 

and the screen door slam. Don’t blame me, 

she thought. It’s not my fault we've out- 

grown this house. Mother irritates me too. 

She turned slowly and smiled at the 

girls. ‘‘How would you like to eat supper 

(Continued on page 101) 
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~,s YOUNG ADULTS AT HOM 

A PREVIEW OF SUMMER 
VACATION CLOTHES 
Clothes this season are either bold and bright or pale 

and very ladylike. Whether you need many new clothes 

or just want to brighten last year’s supply, you’ll 

find here good-sense additions to any summer ward- 

robe. All of the clothes shown are practical as well as 

fashionable. As every woman knows, clothes can make 

or break a vacation. The ‘‘right’’ clothes are those that 

are flattering and suitable to both the locality and vaca- 

tion activities. A caution: Know ahead of time the cus- 

toms of the place you’re visiting. Women in shorts and 

slacks are sometimes frowned upon; dinnertime may be 

dressy or informal; so plan before you pack. To make it 

easier, here are eight pages of the new fashions for 

summer, with choices for almost every taste and place. 

¥ 

(Left) Yellow cotton-knit pants and their coordinated cotton-knit top in 

a Seandinavian print are comfortable, handsome. The fully lined, slim 

pants come in salmon, sun yellow, blue and green. In sizes 8-16, about $8. 

The top, with a stand-away turtle neck, comes in salmon, sun yellow or 

blue-and-green prints. Sizes S-M-L, about $6. Designed by Ruben Torres 

for White Stag. (Above) The delicious strawberry-colored one-piece 

bathing suit is French angora and wool; even wet it is fluffy and soft. 

Extra benefits: a built-in bra, elasticized legs, panties underneath. Also 

in green, turquoise or purple with a black belt and in black with white. 

Sizes 7-13 and 8-14, about $23. By Darlene Knitwear. Cap by Kleinert. 

The clothes on these two pages may be seen at Stern's, N.Y. 

Photographed by Howell Conant in Monaco and vicinity 
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The cotton piqué smock (far left) makes a demure, little-girl cover-up for the beach. It has a 

self-tie belt, two patch pockets and comes in yellow, orange, pink or red. Sizes 8-16, about $12. 

By Jeanne Campbell for Sportwhirl. The cotton-and-rubber knit suit (upper left) has a scoop 

neck, low, rounded back, the new look of a cap sleeve. It stretches lengthwise and has a 

figure-flattering front skirt. Also in pink, emerald green, sapphire blue or black with white 

dots, in sizes 10-18. About $20. This suit and the man’s trunks by Jantzen. The one-piece 

maillot (below) of cotton-and-Orlon knit has a two-piece look; with French bra cups, contour 

straps, it’s striped boldly in black, blue or wine red, all with white. Sizes 8-16, about $23. 

Its short matching coat buttons down the front. Sizes S-M-L, about $16. Both by Jantzen. 
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How to look ultrafeminine in shorts: Wear the lean, lined Jamaica shorts (top picture, left) of Stevens 

gingham with crease-resistant finish, self-belt ; in pale pink, blue or yellow checked with white. Sizes 8-16, 

about $5. By Turner Togs. Top the shorts with a Dacron-and-cotton ruffled blouse. Here in pink; 

also in light green, orange ice, black and sky blue. Sizes 30-38, about $4. By Ship ’n Shore. Jewelry 

by Monet ; shoes by Accent. Man’s Durene mercerized cotton shirt by Arrow. Or wear shorts of blue 

cotton lace over white cotton with a long-sleeved cotton leno shirt trimmed with the same lace. Shorts 

and shirt also come in pink or violet lace with white. The shirt has a matching skirt (see page 58). 

Sizes 5-15; shorts about $8; shirt about $10. By Mona Roset for Modern Juniors. Shoes by Sandler 

of Boston. Add spice to your life with mix-and-match separates (bottom picture) in bright colors; 

here the lined, rayon-linen Jamaica shorts in a Gauguin print (left) are worn with a rope-tied, Siam- 

orange rayon overshirt. Shorts, about $8; shirt, about $10. The slim rayon pants (right) are topped 

with a T-strap halter in a Gauguin print. The pants, in Siam-orange, come in cther sunshiny colors. 

Halter top, about $8; pants, about $10. All in sizes 5-15. By Mona Roset for Modern Juniors. Jewelry 

by Josef Morton; yellow shoes by Town & Country; white shoes by Connie. Brownie Hawkeye camera 

by Kodak. This cool, serene oriental costume is Folker’s Arnel sharkskin. In white, blue, rose or 

yellow. Sizes 10-20, about $30. By Kahala Sportswear. Castlecliff necklace; Town § Country shoes. 
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(Opposite page, top left) : Sepa- 

rates that are all sweetness and 

light for a summer night or 

cocktails —a camisole of blue 

cotton lace over white, worn 

with a full, white cotton leno 

skirt bordered with the same 

lace. The camisole has shoe- 

string straps; the skirt has its 

own crinoline. Also in pink or 

violet lace with white. Sizes 5-15. 

Top, about $8; skirt, about $15. 

By Mona Roset for Modern Jun- 

iors. Jewelry by Josef Morton; 

shoes by Capezio; gloves by 

Superb. The wear-everywhere 

spun-linen sheath (opposite page, 

below left) has a stand-away 

neck, contrasting facing at neck 

and seams, self-tie belt and 

elasticized waist. In orange with 

sand, turquoise with green, black 

with white and raspberry with 

pink. Sizes 5-15, about $13. By 

Sue Brett. Bracelet by Josef 

Morton ; shoes by Capezio ; gloves 

by Superb. This lovely flowered 

party dress of cotton waffle piqué 

(center) has a boat neck, torso 

waist belted in velvet. The soft, 

full skirt is shaped by its own 

net petticoat. The flowers 

are rose and lavender or orange 

and yellow on white. Sizes 8-16, 

about $55. By Kasper of Arnold 

& Fox. Necklace by Josef Mor- 

ton; shoes by Rhythm Step; 

gloves by Superb. On the terrace 

(right), a daring, exciting dress 

for dancing or for any special 

summer evening. Of black-and- 

white calico patchwork, it has a 

halter neck, bare back, a ruffled 

flounce at the bottom. Black and 

white only. Sizes 8-16, about $25. 

By Jeanne Campbell for Sport- 

whirl. Shoes by Town & Country. 

For other stores where the vacation 

clothes on these and the preceding 

pages may be seen, turn to page 102 
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If, when you bake a 

cake, you have to take even one 

step to get a mixing bowl or 

measuring spoon, your 

kitchen is robbing you of time 

and energy—it needs rearranging. 

To find the best solution 

for you, check the quiz chart 

on the following pages. 
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A perfect 

score on the 

quiz to 

the right 

| (“yes” is 

the correct an- 

swer to all the 

questions) means 

that you’re saving 

a maximum num- 

ber of minutes and steps 

preparing your family’s 

meals. On the other hand, 

several “no” answers mean 

your kitchen has some of the 

most common ar- 

é. rangement faults. To 

- achieve a perfect 

score perhaps you may only 

have to move a jar of straw- 

berry jam from one shelf to 

another, or remember to buy 

an extra set of measuring 

spoons on your next trip to 

the store. A perfect score 

has nothing to do with 

whether your kitchen is 

L-shaped, U-shaped or a cor- 

ridor. Nor does it have any- 

thing to do with whether you 

are cooking for a family of 

one or five or whether or not 

you have a job. The “‘no”’ 

answers should stimulate 

you to set aside a moving 

day to arrange any of those 

several hundred items in 

your kitchen that are not 

placed most conveniently 

for you and your needs. 

Photograph on two preceding pages by Bernard Gray * Amtico Viny! Flooring 

...when 
you 
prepare 
a meal 

Do you have enough counter space 
next to the refrigerator so you can 

put down your bundles when you 
come back from the supermarket? 

Is the refrigerator in the part of 
your kitchen nearest the back door 
so you don’t have a long walk when 
you come in with packages? 

Do you have a special spot right 
near the refrigerator for storing 
empty soda bottles? 

Does your refrigerator open out to- 
ward the counter rather than away 

from it? 

Is a large wastebasket within arm’s 
reach when you unwrap and unpack 
your groceries? 

Can you see every can, package and 

bottle label when you open your cab- 
inet doors, or do you have to push 
some around to see what’s stored in 
the rear? 

Are the shelves where you store 
canned and packaged foods close 
enough to each other, and adjusta- 

ble so you don’t have to pile things 

on top of each other? 

Do you store your mixer below the 
counter level rather than above it, 
because you know that it’s safer for 

the mixer and easier for you? 

Even though your kitchen cabinets 
are steel, have you utilized the in- 
sides of the doors for hanging uten- 
sils like spoons, forks and ladles? 

Do you keep your barbecue and 

picnic equipment on the topmost 
shelves of your cabinets during the 
winter and your Christmas dinner- 

ware there in the summer? 

Have you provided the comfort of 
sitting down on a stool while you 
wash dishes, pare vegetables or bake 

a pie? 

Have you organized your drawers 
so you can practically put your fin- 
gers on the right utensil without 
looking? 

Do you keep potatoes and apples 
near the sink so they’re ready to be 
washed or pared? 

OO 

Od 

OO 

OU 



...when 
you 
cook and 
serve 

Do you have a small counter at the 

oven so you don’t have to walk about 
with a steaming casserole in your 
hands before you find a spot to set 

it down? 

Have you planned to move your gas 
range if it’s under a window or in 
line with an outside door so the 

draft makes the burner flames 
flicker and go out? 

Are your pots and pans and casse-* 
roles right in the range or as close 

by as you can manage? 

Do you have a set of spices, as well 
as salt and pepper, near the range 
so you can add more to taste? 

Do you wish that you had a wall 
oven or console range so you could 
look your roast beef right in the eye 

without bending down? 

Do you have an extra set of mixing 
and stirring spoons and forks next 
to the range or surface units? 

Do you have a ventilator over the 

range so your family doesn’t know 
“what's cooking” all over the house? 

Do you have an outlet right near the 
cabinet where you store your mixer? 
Your electric skillet? Toaster? 

Do you keep your coffee maker or 
teapot near the sink so you needn’t 
walk to fill the pot with water? 

Do you have a divided cabinet to 
house your pot lids, baking and muf- 
fin pans to save clatter and warping? 

Do you have a slotted cabinet right 
near the dining area for storing 
trays upright and unscratched? 

Do you have a pass-through or serv- 
ing cart to save trips back and forth 
and lifting of heavy trays? 

Do you keep your ready-to-eat foods 
like crackers, jams and cereal in the 

cabinet nearest the dining area, 

rather than with the other packaged 
foods near the refrigerator? 

Do you just slide out a tray with a 
few place settings of flatware and 
tableware to save time in setting the 

breakfast table? 

YES NO 

O 

O 

O 
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Is your dish drainer so close to the 
sink that you reach (but don’t take 
a step) to get to it? 

Is there a towel rack in your under- 
sink cabinet? 

Do you have enough room next to 
the sink so you can stack your dishes 
on the counter and place them up in 
the cabinet group by group rather 
than one by one? 

Do you know that you’re thrice- 
blessed because you own a dish- 
washer, or at least are you wishing 
that you had one? 

Does the door to your dining room 
swing so you can go in and out when 
your hands are full? 

Do you have an ample supply of hot 
water? 

Is your sink or dishwasher easy to 

get to when you come out of the 
dining room with a tray of dishes? 

Are your dishes and glasses stored 
either in the dining area or right 
above your sink or dishwasher? 

Is there enough room to walk by 
your dishwasher when it’s opened? 

If you live in a hard-water area, 
have you installed a mechanical 
water softener to get your dishes 

(not to mention laundry!) cleaner 
at a lower cost? 

Do you have clean dish towels in a 
drawer next to the sink so you don’t 
have to run across the kitchen with 
dripping hands? 

Is there a wastebasket and a closed 
garbage can under or near the sink? 

Have you avoided eyestrain by in- 
stalling lighting over your sink? 

Do you keep paper towels near the 
sink as well as near the range for 
wiping up spills? 

Have you made sure that your range 

or wall oven isn’t in a corner so you 

can clean it from both sides? 

Have you begun to save for a food 
waste disposer? 

Do you have a broom closet? 
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The days before a wedding are joyful and [& find new recipes and menus to help the 

exciting, whether you are the bride-to-be busy hostess plan a variety of festive and 

or a hostess for an announcement tea or a successful pre-wedding celebrations— 

shower. On the following pages you will \ from luncheons to late-evening suppers 



*Salmon pinwheels *Egg salad rolls 

*Date-nut triangles *Avocado-cheese foldovers 

"Sherry wafers “*Angelcupcakes “Kuchen 

*Frosted chocolate squares 

Sherry Tea Coffee 

* Recipes belou 

SALMON PINWHEELS 

| 16-ounee can salmon 

2 tablespoons French dressing 

| loaf unsliced white bread 

+ tablespoons soft butter or margarine 

Drain salmon thoroughly: mash to a 

smooth paste. with a fork. Add French 

dressing and blend thoroughly. Remove 

crusts from loaf of bread. Cut loaf into 6 

horizontal slices. Spread slices lightly 

with butter. Spread each slice with some 

of the salmon mixture. Starting with a 

wide side, roll each slice tightly. Wrap 

in waxed paper and chill several hours or 

until needed. Cut into “-inch crosswise 

slices Makes about 5 dozen pinwheels. 

Egg Salad Rolls: Finely chop 8 hard- 
cooked eggs; add 2 tablespoons finely 

chopped, stuffed green olives and 3 
tablespoons mayonnaise. Season to taste 

with salt and pepper. Cut a thin wedge 

from tops of tiny finger rolls and gen 

ify pull out a little of the center part. Fill 

each roll with about 1 tablespoonful of 

the egg salad mixture. Cover with a 

damp towel and chill until ready to use. 

Just before serving, top each roll with a 
tiny sprig of fresh water cress. Makes 

about 4 dozen. 

Vote: Rolls may be purchased or made 
from hot-roll mix. 

AVOCADO-CHEESE 

FOLDOVERS 

1 cup mashed avocado pulp 

4 tablespoons Roquefort cheese 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 

Thinly sliced white bread 

Softened butter or margarine 

Combine avocado (be sure avocado 

is firm-ripe), cheese and lemon juice. Re 

move crusts from bread; roll lightly with 

a rolling pin. Spread with butter. Cut 

eaeh slice into quarters. 

teaspoonful of the avot ado mixture on eac h 

Place about a 

square. Fold two opposite corners over 

and secure with a toothpick. Cover and 
chill 15 minutes. Remove toothpick be 

Makes about 4 dozen. fore serving. 

Date-Nut Triangles: (ut small! tri 

angles from thin slices of date-nut bread. 

Spread each with whipped cream cheese 
and dot with apricot jam or jelly. 

FROSTED CHOCOLATE 

SQUARES 

| l-ounce square unsweetened 
chocolate 

\4 cup butter or margarine 

2 eggs 

1 cup sugar 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

\% cup milk 
1 cup sifted all-purpose flour 

\4 teaspoon ground cinnamon 

\4 teaspoon salt 

1 cup finely chopped walnuts 

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate). 

Melt chocolate and butter over very 

low heat. Beat eggs until thick; gradu- 

ally beat in sugar. Slowly add melted 
chocolate and beat well. Add vanilla and 
milk. Sift together flour, cinnamon and 

salt. Add to egg mixture and blend 

thoroughly. Stir in nuts. Pour batter 

into well-greased 9-inch square cake pan. 

Bake about 30 minutes, until top is firm 

to the touch. Remove from pan and cool 

on a rack. Frost with Chocolate Icing 

(recipe below). Cut into small squares. 
Makes about 24 squares. 

Chocolate Icing: Melt |] tablespoon 

butter or margarine and I 1-ounce 

square unsweetened chocolate over very 
low heat. Blend in 14 tablespoons warm 

water. Add 1 cup sifted confectioners’ 

sugar and beat until smooth. Spread 

over cake and sprinkle with chopped 
pistachio nuts. 

SHERRY WAFERS 

4 cup butter or margarine 

4 cup sugar 

4 eggs 

1 cup sifted all-purpose flour 

2 teaspoons ground cinnamon 
4 eup sherry 

Heat oven to 450° F. (hot). 

Work butter until creamy. Add 

sugar gradually and beat until light and 

fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, beating 

well after each addition. Sift together 

flour and cinnamon: add to butter mix- 

ture alternately with sherry. Drop 

rounded teaspoonfuls of dough 2 inches 

apart onto a well-greased cookie sheet. 

Bake about 6 minutes, until edges start 

to brown. Remove cookie sheet from 

oven, and while cookies are still hot re- 

move each one from pan with a broad 
spatula and immediately curl it around 

the handle of a wooden spoon. If 
cookies become too brittle to curl, return 
pan to oven for about 1 minute, until 

they soften. Makes about 4 dozen cookies. 

ANGEL CUPCAKES 

1% cups sifted all-purpose flour 

1 teaspoon baking powder 

ly teaspoon baking soda 

14 teaspoon salt 

2 eggs 

l cup sugar 

| cup commercial sour cream 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

14 teaspoon lemon extract 

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate). 

Sift together flour, baking powder, 

soda and salt. Beat eggs with a rotary 

heater until thick; gradually add sugar, 
continuing to beat. Stir in flour mixture 

alternately with sour cream. Stir in 

vanilla and lemon. Spoon into tiny. 

well-greased cupcake tins. Bake about 15 
minutes. Remove and cool. Frost with 
tinted confectioners’ sugar icing and deco- 

Makes 2 dozen. rate as desired. 

KUCHEN 

1 cup milk, scalded 
| package active dry yeast 

| cup sifted all-purpose flour 

4 cup butter or margarine 

1 cup sugar 

4 eggs 

Grated rind of 1 lemon 
1 cup seeded raisins 

2% cups sifted all-purpose flour 

Pour milk into a large mixing bowl. 

Let cool to lukewarm. Sprinkle yeast 
over milk and stir until dissolved. Add 
the 1 cup flour and mix thoroughly. 
Cover and let stand in a warm place until 

mixture is bubbly, about 30 minutes. 

Work butter in a bowl until creamy: 

add sugar gradually and beat until light 

and fluffy. Add eggs, one at a time, 
beating well after each addition. Add 
egg mixture to yeast mixture and blend 

well. Stir in lemon rind, raisins and the 
remaining 2% cups flour. Generously 
butter a 3-quart fluted pan with center 

tube. Place dough in pan; cover and let 

rise in a warm place until double in bulk, 
about 1 hour. 

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate). 
Bake cake 45 to 50 minutes. Cool slight- 
ly; remove from pan and cool on a rack. 

Turn the page for more Parties for the Bride-to-Be 



TRY A LITTLE FOREIGN HIAVOR, ON YOUR. FAMILY AT MEALTIME 

‘Dresaings 
INSPIRED BY FARAWAY PLACES AND BLENDED FOR YOU BY KRAFT 

ee ALBEE ARB det KA 4b 4 GE EEE o < 
i eS - 

RoKa BLYVE CHEESE DRESSING KRAFT [TALiIAN DRESSING 

The mellow Old World flavor of aged blue cheese True Italian style, tangy and tantalizing. Sunny 
in a wonderful new dressing that pours from the oil and vinegar, expertly seasoned with vivid 
bottle like thick country cream. Try it on head herbs, spices and garlic to add a gay, carefree 
lettuce or on pears or other fruits. sparkle to your salad bowl. 

STUNNING NEW BOTTLES...THEYRE TABLE-NICE AND SO EASY 76 POUR, FROM ! 



unthon for the Til 

*Cold cucumber soup 

*Chicken crepes Spiced peaches 

*Tomato-artichoke salad 

*Pecan muffins 

*Strawberry mousse 

“Recipes below 

COLD CUCUMBER SOUP 

3 large cucumbers 

2 tablespoons butter or margarine 

3 tablespoons flour 

3 cups hot chicken broth or 3 chicken 

bouillon cubes dissolved in 3 
cups boiling water 

1 cup milk, heated 

14 cup heavy cream 

Salt and pepper 

Chopped chives 

Peel cucumbers and cut into thick 

Remove seeds. Heat butter in a 

Add cucumber and cook 

over very low heat 10 minutes. Stir in 

flour Gradually add chic ken broth stit 

thickened ind 

Add milk: simmer over very low 

large saucepan. 

ring constantly until 

<«mooth. 

heat 10 minutes. Rub soup through a fine 

sieve or pour into an electric ble nder ind 

run at low speed for 30 seconds. Stir in 

cream and season to taste w ith salt and pep 

per. Chill several hours. Garnish each 

serving with chives Serves 6 

CHICKEN CREPES 

Chicken Pilling: 

$ tablespoons butter or margarine 

14 eup coarsely chopped mushrooms 

3 tablespoons flour 

4, teaspoon salt 
4 teaspoon pepper 

| teaspoon curry powder 

| cup chicken broth or | chicken 
bouillon cube dissolved in | cup 

boiling water 

1 cup light cream 

2 egg yolks, slightly beaten 

2 cups diced, cooked chicken 

14 cup heavy cream (to be used later) 

Heat butter in a heavy sau epan Add 

mushrooms and cook over low heat until 

golden brown. Stir in flour, salt, pepper 

ind curry powder. Gradually add chicken 

broth, stirring constantly until thickened 

ind smooth. Cook over very low heat 5 

minutes, stirring occasionally 

yolks: add to sauce 
Remove ' cup of 

Add chicken to 

remaining sauce: heat but do not boil 

Combine 

light cream and egg 

and stir until smooth 

the sauce and set aside. 

Coffee 

Pancakes: 

2 eggs, well beaten 

| tablespoon melted butter or 
margarine 

14 teaspoon sugar 

\4 teaspoon salt 

; cup unsifted all-purpose flour 

%4 cup milk 

Combine eggs, butter, sugar, salt and 

flour. Beat until smooth. Add milk and 

blend thoroughly. Lightly grease a 6-inch 

When 

skillet is hot, pour in 2 tablespoonsful of 

hatter: quickly tip skillet so batter covers 

the entire bottom. 

until lightly 

other side. 

skillet: place over moderate heat. 

Cook about 1 minute, 

browned: turn and brown 

Repeat until all the batter is 

used, Grease skillet lightly before making 

each pancake. Stack pancakes as they 

are made. 

Heat oven to 375° F. (moderately hot). 

Spoon about 2 tablespoonfuls of the chick 
en mixture across center of each pancake. 

Roll up and place seam side down in an 

Combine the ' 

cup reserved sauce with the 

ungreased baking pan. 

cup heavy 

Bake 20 

lightly 

cream; spread over pancakes. 

minutes, until very hot and 

browned. Makes 12. 

Vote: Pancakes may be filled with chicken 

mixture early in the day, covered and 

chilled. Chill the 2 cup sauce separately. 

\t servingtime combine sauce and cream. 

Spread over pancakes and bake. 

PECAN MUFFINS 
9 . 
2 cups sifted all-purpose flour 

\4 cup sugar 

3 teaspoons baking powder 

1 teaspoon salt 
| cup coarsely chopped pecans 

l egg 

| cup milk 

14 cup vegetable oil 

Heat oven to 400° F. (moderately hot). 

Sift flour, sugar, baking powder and 

sult together into a bowl. Stir in pecans. 

Beat egg slightly; stir in milk and oil. 

Make a well in center of dry ingredients: 

add liquid mixture and stir lightly with a 

fork until flour is just moistened. Fill 

greased, medium-sized muffin pans two- 

thirds full. Bake 20 to 25 minutes. 

hot. Makes 12 muffins. 

Serve 

TOMATO-ARTICHOKE 

SALAD 

2 10-ounce packages frozen artichoke 
hearts 

1 teaspoon salt 

14 teaspoon onion salt 
14 teaspoon pepper 

4 teaspoon sugar 

4 teaspoon dry mustard 

114 teaspoons lemon juice 
ly teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 

1 clove garlic, finely chopped 

2 tablespoons chopped parsley 

4 tablespoons vinegar 

% cup olive oil 

1 hard-cooked egg, finely chopped 

4 tomatoes 

Water cress 

Cook artichoke hearts as directed on 

package: drain and chill. Combine re 

maining ingredients, except tomatoes and 

water cress, in a jar with a tight lid. Shake 

vigorously and chill thoroughly. Cut the 

tomatoes into wedges. Arrange alternate 

wedges of tomatoes and artichoke hearts 

on water cress. Spoon on dressing or serve 

it separately. Serves 8. 

STRAWBERRY MOUSSE 

2 10-ounce packages frozen sliced 
strawberries, defrosted 

2 tablespoons sugar 

2 tablesp ] n juice 
2 envelopes unflavored gelatine 

¥% cup cold water 

2 egg whites 

1 cup heavy cream 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

Combine strawberries, sugar and lem 

on juice; set aside. Sprinkle gelatine over 
cold water, let stand until softened. Place 

over boiling water and stir until dissolved. 

Cool to room temperature. Add to straw- 
berries and blend thoroughly. Beat egg 

whites until stiff but not dry. Whip cream 
and add vanilla. Fold egg whites into 
strawberries, then fold in whipped cream. 
Pour into a 2-quart mold and chill at least 

$ hours, until firm. Unmold and garnish 

with whole strawberries and fresh mint if 

desired. Serves 8 to 10. 



Lift Mya for Couples 

*Shrimp Newburg Cold sliced turkey 

Sliced Virginia ham 

*Carrot ring with French peas 

Tossed green salad 

* Savory rice 

*ZTime cream salad 

* Angel cake supreme 

* Recipes below 

SHRIMP NEWBURG 

3 tablespoons butter or margarine 

4 pound fresh mushrooms, sliced, or 

2 4-ounce cans sliced mushrooms, 
drained 

3 pounds shrimp, peeled and de-veined 

2 10-ounce cans frozen condensed 
cream of shrimp soup, defrosted 

1 10%4-ounce can condensed cream 

of mushroom soup 

14 cup light cream 

4 cup sherry 

2 teaspoons dry mustard 

\4 teaspoon salt 

lg teaspoon pepper 

4 tablespoons grated Parmesan cheese 

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate). 

Melt butter in a heavy saucepan. Add 
mushrooms and cook about 5 minutes, until 

Arrange mushrooms in the 

bottom of a 4-quart casserole. Add 

shrimp. Combine the soups, cream, sherry, 
mustard, salt and pepper; stir until smooth. 

Pour mixture over shrimp. Sprinkle top 

with cheese. Bake about 30 minutes, until 

sauce bubbles and shrimp are pink and 

firm. If a browner top is desired, place in 

broiler, 3 inches from heat, about 2 min 
utes. Serve with Savory Rice (recipe be 

low). Serves 8 to 10. 

golden brown. 

SAVORY RICE 

6 tablespoons butter or margarine 

% cup finely chopped onion 

2 cups raw rice 

4 chicken bouillon cubes 

4 cups boiling water 

Salt and pepper 
2 tablespoons chopped parsley 

Heat 3 tablespoons of the butter in a 
large saucepan; add onion and cook over 

low heat until golden brown. Add rice 

and cook until lightly browned. Dissolve 

chicken bouillon cubes in boiling water: 

add to rice. Cover tightly and cook over 

very low heat until rice is tender and 

iiquid is absorbed, about 20 minutes. Stir 
in remaining 3 tablespoons butter. Season 
to taste with salt and pepper. Arrange in 
serving dish and sprinkle with chopped 

Serves 8 to 10. parsley. 

Coffee 

CARROT RING WITH 

FRENCH PEAS 

2 tablespoons butter or margarine 

2 cups finely shredded carrots 

1 teaspoon salt 

ly teaspoon pepper 

1 tablespoon finely grated onion 
3 tablespoons butter or margarine 

3 tablespoons flour 

\4 teaspoon salt 
% cup hot milk (about) 

3 eggs, separated 

Melt the 2 tablespoons butter in a 
heavy saucepan. Add carrots; cover tight- 

ly and cook over low heat until carrots are 

soft, about 8 to 10 minutes. Drain and 
measure liquid. Season carrots with the 
1 teaspoon salt, pepper and grated onion. 

Melt the 3 tablespoons butter in a sauce- 

pan over low heat. Stir in flour and “% 
teaspoon salt. Add enough hot milk to 
carrot liquid to make 1 cup; gradually add 
to flour mixture, stirring constantly. Cook 

and stir until smooth and_ thickened. 

Slowly add the hot sauce to the well- 
beaten egg yolks. Add carrots. Cool mix- 

ture to room temperature. 
Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate). 

Whip egg whites until stiff but not dry: 
fold into cooled carrot mixture. Pour into 

a very well greased 2-quart ring mold. Set 
mold in a large baking pan and fill pan to 

a depth of 1 inch with hot water. Bake 45 
minutes. Carefully slip ring out onto a 
large chop plate. Fill center with French 

Peas (recipe below). Serves 8. 

FRENCH PEAS 

3 tablespoons butter or margarine 

2 10-ounce packages frozen peas 

3 large lettuce leaves 

4 cup water 

\4 teaspoon salt 

4 teaspoon sugar 

\4 cup heavy cream 

4 cup toasted slivered almonds 

Heat butter in a heavy saucepan. Add 

peas, lettuce, water, salt and sugar. Cover 

tightly and cook over low heat about 15 
minutes. Drain. In a small saucepan 
heat cream and simmer 5 minutes to thick- 

en slightly. Place peas in carrot ring; 

pour cream over peas; top with almonds. 

LIME CREAM SALAD 

] 6-ounce package lime-flavored gelatin 

2 teaspoons salt 

2 cups boiling water 

2 tablespoons vinegar 
2 teaspoons grated onion 

4 teaspoon pepper 

2 cups commercial sour cream 
4 cup mayonnaise 

2 cups well-drained shredded cucumber 

Crisp lettuce 
3 tomatoes, thinly sliced 

Combine gelatin and salt in a large 

bowl. Add boiling water and stir until 

gelatin is dissolved. Add vinegar, onion 

and pepper. Chill mixture until the con- 
sistency of unbeaten egg white. Fold in 

sour cream and mayonnaise; blend thor- 

oughly. Fold in cucumber. Pour into a 
2-quart mold. Chill about 3 hours, until 
firm. Unmold on crisp lettuce. Arrange 

tomato slices around edge of mold. Cut 

mold in wedges and serve with additional 

mayonnaise if desired. Serves 8 to 10. 

ANGEL CAKE SUPREME 

1 15-ounce package orange-pineapple 
angel food cake mix 
1 cup flaked coconut 

1 16-ounce can pitted, dark, sweet 
cherries 

1 large orange 

4 teaspoons cornstarch 

Dash of salt 

4 teaspoon butter or margarine 

Heat oven to 325° F. (moderately hot). 

Prepare cake batter as directed on pack- 
age. Fold in coconut. Pour into a 10- 

inch tube pan; bake and cool as directed. 

Drain cherries and reserve syrup. Grate 

rind from orange and reserve. Remove 

rest of rind from orange and cut pulp into 

sections. Combine cornstarch, salt and 
cup of the cherry syrup in a saucepan: 

stir until smooth. Add rest of syrup and 

the grated orange rind. Place over low 

heat and cook, stirring constantly, until 
thickened and clear, about 5 minutes. Add 
drained cherries, orange sections and but- 
ter. Cool to room temperature. Cut 

cooled cake into wedges and spoon cherry 

sauce over each serving. Serves 8 to 10. 

Turn to page 72 for more Parties for the Bride-to-Be 



The Cook Book of 

Now...Kat gloriously without overweight! 
Get this new cook book free for one Wesson label 

Contains 100 pages, 248 calorie-counted recipes, delicious 

menus, instructions for controlling your weight the sensible, 

the natural way . . . the most enjoyable, too! 

Now Wesson shows you and your family the way to eat 
gloriously every day yet stay trim for life. 

Here is the first cook book of its kind designed to com- 

bine the best of eating with the prevention of overweight 

—America’s Number One Health Problem today. 

Wesson’s new cook book shows you the principles of eat- 

ing that can keep your weight down with nature’s good, 

readily-available foods. Leading medical authorities agree 

there’s no better way to control weight. 

In these 100 pages, you will learn how to determine your 
best weight how to find the number of calories 

you should eat every day . . . and still enjoy every bite! 

Menus are all worked out for you and the calories counted 

in every serving and in every recipe. Too, all menus are 

given at 3 different calorie-levels to show you how easily 

each person in your family can be served according to 

his or her own needs. 

No diet boredom! Menus are delicious and varied and 

highly satisfying. There is no finer source of lasting food 

energy than poly-unsaturated Wesson. 

Good nutrition assured! Menus fulfill the recommended di- 

etary allowances of the Food and Nutrition Board of the 

National Research Council. 

For your FREE copy send a Wesson label to The Wesson 

People, Box 777, Hinsdale, Illinois. 

POLY-UNSATURATED WESSON, THE PURE VEGETABLE OIL 

When your physician recommends modifying your diet and specifies pure vegetable oil 

to replace solid fats, poly-unsaturated Wesson is unezxcelled by any leading brand. 



Bouillabaisse, Cheese Dips—these treats 
are part of your daily eating. You snack 
between meals without cheating. 

Appetizers : 

A feast of ideas for salads and calorie-controlled 
Salads . dressings. Learn Wesson’s new method for tender, crisp 

Braised Vegetables to give you more vitamins. 

Discover 33 enticing ways to enjoy chicken within 
Cl } icken : your calorie quota. Pictured here, Roasted Cornish 

Game Hens, luscious Chicken Eden. 

Luscious LoveLight Orange Chiffon Cake, 
Desserts “ Cherry Pie! You’ll learn to plan weight-watching 

meals that include your family’s favorite desserts. 
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Party Steak—with wine and mushrooms! 
Learn new main dishes for special days and ways to 
dress up lower-cost, leaner cuts of meat, too. 

Meats : 

With calorie-counted recipes, you can enjoy 
Pasta : Spaghetti with Marinara Sauce, Spanish Rice and 

so many foods you used to think of as “fattening.” 

Salmon with Sauce Verte, Breaded 
Shrimp! Wesson recipes for seafoods 
bring you an ocean of goodness. 

Seafoods : 

Free fr 1 Wesson label 
Today—send for your free copy 

The Wesson People, Box 777, Hinsdale, Illinois. 

Enclosed is 1 label from Poly-unsaturated Wesson, The 
Pure Vegetable Oil, for my free copy of ‘‘The Cook 

Book of Glorious Eating for Weight Watchers” 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 
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rok antl Choose Spaghetti CR 

*Sausage and tomato sauce “White clam sauce 

*Meat sauce *Chicken liver sauce 

Spaghetti Parmesan cheese 

Green salad “Italian dressing 

Garlic French bread Relishes 

*Raspberry gelato *Anise biscuits 

*Reci pes below 

Serve several different sauces and let each MEAT SAUCE 

guest choose his favorite. Keep sauces hot 

in casseroles set on an electric warming 
tray or on candle warmers. ; : 

Add 1 teaspoon vegetable oil to the 3 cloves garlic, finely minced 

boiling water in which spaghetti is cooked, | small green pepper, thinly sliced 

to keep it from sticking together. Follow 4 pound ground beef chuck 
directions on package for amount of water 1 2-pound 3-ounce can Italian-style 

to use and length of cooking time. Avoid tomatoes 

overcooking. Drain and rinse with hot } tablespoons tomato paste 
water; serve at once or keep warm in a 1 cup water 

well-oiled colander over hot water. One 

pound spaghetti will serve 4 to 6 people. 

t tablespoons olive oil 

| large onion, sliced 

144 teaspoons salt 

\4 teaspoon sugar 

4 teaspoon pepper 

114 teaspoons dried oregano 

114 teaspoons dried rosemary 

1% tablespoons dried basil 
SAUSAGE AND 
TOMATO SAUCE Heat oil in a large, heavy saucepan 

over low heat. Add onion, garlic and 

green pepper; cook until onion is soft 
and lightly browned. Add beef: break up 

: meat with a fork and cook over moderate 

| pound mushrooms, sliced heat until lightly browned, stirring fre 
3 cups canned tomatoes quently. Add remaining ingredients. 

1 teaspoon salt Bring mixture to a boil; lower heat and 

4 teaspoon pepper cook uncovered over very low heat about 3 

4 ripe, pitted olives hours, stirring occasionally. If mixture 

becomes too thick. add a little water to 
Cook sausage pieces in a large skillet thin it to desired consistency. Makes 

| pound Italian-style sausage, cut 
into l-inch pieces 

3 medium-sized onions, chopped 

over low heat until browned. Remove about 4 cups sauce. 

and set aside. Add onions: cook until 

soft Add mushrooms and cook until 

onions and mushrooms are golden brown 

Add browned sausage, tomatoes, salt and 

pepper. Cook uncovered over very low 

heat about 45 minutes, until slightly 

thickened. Add olives and cook 20 to 30 CHICKEN LIVER SAUCE 

minutes longer. Makes 4 cups 
2 tablespoons olive oil 

1 onion, finely chopped 
2 8-ounce cans tomato sauce 

14 teaspoon dried basil 

WHITE CLAM SAUCE 2 ae 
4 teaspoon pepper 

% cup olive oil 4 tablespoons butter or margarine 
% cup finely chopped onion 4 pound mushrooms, sliced 

3 10-ounce cans minced clams 1 pound chicken livers 

1 teaspoon pepper 2 tablespoons grated Parmesan cheese 
2 cloves garlic, finely minced 

4 eup chopped parsley Heat oil in a large, heavy saucepan. 
Add onion and cook over low heat until 

Heat oil in a heavy saucepan over lightly browned. Add tomato sauce, basil. 

low heat. Add onion and cook until soft salt and pepper. Simmer over low heat 10 

but not brown. Drain clams and add minutes. Heat butter in a skillet over mod- 

liquid to onion. Cover and simmer over erate heat. Add mushrooms and chicken 

very low heat 15 to 20 minutes. Add livers: cook until livers are lightly 

clams, pepper, garlic and parsley; cook browned, about 5 minutes. Add to tomato 

uncovered over moderate heat 10 minutes mixture: simmer 5 minutes. Stir in 

Makes about 4 cups sauce cheese. Makes about 4 cups sauce. 

ITALIAN DRESSING 

4 cup olive oil 

4 teaspoon salt 

1 clove garlic, cut in half 

4 teaspoon dry mustard 

4 cup wine vinegar 

Combine all ingredients in a jar with 

a tight lid. Shake vigorously. Chill. Re 
move garlic before serving. Makes % cup. 

RASPBERRY GELATO 

2 10-ounce packages frozen 
raspberries, defrosted 

14 cup fresh, frozen or bottled 

lemon juice 

\4 cup fresh or frozen orange juice 

1 cup sugar 

2% cups water 

Rub raspberries through a fine sieve. 
Stir in lemon and orange juices. Com- 

bine sugar and water in a saucepan and 

cook over moderate heat 5 minutes. Cool 

mixture and add to raspberries. Pour into 
freezer trays and freeze about 1 hour, until 

mixture is the consistency of thick mush. 
Remove mixture to a chilled bowl and 
whip with a rotary beater until fluffy but 

not melted. Return to freezer trays and 

freeze until firm. Serves 10 to 12. 

ANISE BISCUITS 

4 eggs 

144 cups sugar 

2'4% cups sifted all-purpose flour 

2 teaspoons anise seeds 

2 tablespoons melted butter or 

margarine 

Heat oven to 375° F. (moderately hot). 

Combine eggs and sugar in a bowl. 

Beat with a rotary beater or electric mixer 

until very thick, about 10 minutes. Grad- 
ually fold in flour. Add anise seeds. Pour 

into 2 well-greased 9-x-5-x-3-inch loaf pans. 
Bake 20 minutes. Remove from oven and 

cool slightly. Leave oven on. Cut loaves 

into “s-inch slices. Pour melted butter 
into the bottom of a large, flat baking pan. 

Lay slices in pan. Bake about 5 minutes, 

until slices are brown on the bottom. Turn 
and brown other side. Makes about 40. 



© THE TAYLOR WINE COMPANY, INC., HAMMONDSPORT, N.Y. 

Golden-hued, brilliant-tasting Taylor New York 

State Sauterne has a delicate, joyful “personality” 

all its own! Serve it, sip it. Add its lively flavor 

to your recipes. For family meals, entertaining, or 

when you dine out, choose from Taylor’s 

famous array of distinctive wines! Ask your 

wine merchant for helpful Taylor booklets. 

AND YOULL 
LOVE IT! 
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Perfume is a subtle cosmetic—it makes you look prettier because you 

feel prettier. For a lovely lift out of winter’s doldrums, wrap yourself 

in the fragrance of flowers—the best of all possible spring tonics 

Get into the mood of spring. Now that winter and 

the blustery, chilly days of early spring are be- 

hind us, rediscover the joys of floral fragrances. 

They belong to the lighthearted, more leisurely 

days of spring and summer. Vivacious flower 

blends are summer-weight, just as the clothes you 

will be wearing now are summer-weight. And 

with flowers playing such an important part in 

the season’s fashions— colorful prints and 

gardenlike hats —a floral fragrance is just the 

right finishing touch. A lilae print or a rose- 

covered hat will have twice the impact when it is 

worn with a matching fragrance. 

Floral fragrances are many and varied. In the 

is the 
’? 

language of perfumers the ‘‘top note 

dominant note in a medley of scents. A single 

floral perfume has the scent of one flower, such as 

lilae, lily of the valley, rose or geranium. A floral 

bouquet is a delicate blend of many flowers, remi- 

niscent of a luxuriant greenhouse, with no one 

flower dominant. Some blends combine flowers 

with other essences ; others, some of the great per- 

fume classics, are floral blends with one flower 

having prominence, such as jasmine or carnation. 

Don’t limit yourself to one floral fragrance. Try 

on perfumes as you would hats; you’ll find more 

than one that appeals to you. 

HOW TO TRY IT ON. Your nose, of course, is 

your’ judge, but it is not infallible if you sniff 

too many perfumes at one time. Put a little on the 

inside of your wrist, or if you are wearing a short- 

sleeved dress, at the crook of the elbow. Let it dry 

a few minutes before testing the scent. Try an- 

other perfume on the other wrist or elbow. Neither 

smelling an open bottle nor whiffing perfume 

sprayed on a handkerchief is a true test of a scent. 

The only accurate test is on the skin. 

HOW TO APPLY IT. Use enough, and don’t 

spoil its effect by using other toilet accessories 

with different scents. Finish a bath or shower by 

enveloping yourself in a mist of cologne or toilet 

water and dusting powder, then add the finishing 

touch of perfume. This finishing touch shouldn’t 

be two meager dabs behind your ears. Apply it on 

the strategic points — the pulse spots of the body 

where the arteries are close to the skin’s surface : 

the temples, throat, crook of elbows and inside of 

wrists. This complete fragrance treatment will 

make you feel not only clean but luxuriously 

restored. Renew perfume about every four hours. 

HOW TO KEEP IT. If you use a bottle with a 

stopper, be sure it is on securely. Never keep per- 

fume near a radiator or in strong sunlight. If you 

want to put perfume away to use later, seal the 

top with wax, put the bottle back into its box, 

which you should always keep, and store it in a 

dark, cool place, like a bureau drawer. 

HOW TO TAKE IT WITH YOU. When you’re 

traveling take perfume in purse-size spray con- 

tainers. Scent the lining of your suitease with 

floral mist before packing to let the delicate bou- 

quet intermingle with your clothes. They will 

smell fresh and lovely when you arrive. To make 

a strange place seem more familiar and homelike, 

spray hotel sheets with your favorite scent. Carry 

floral spray mist in your handbag for frequent, 

revitalizing, cooling applications on arms and on 

legs during active, hurried days. 
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Light and — 
With Dream Whip, you can have fancy desserts every 

day. Not just because it’s low in cost and calories, but 
because you can always have it handy. Dream Whip 

comes in a box, stays fresh on your shelf until you want 
it. Simply add milk and vanilla, and whip.Won't wilt, 
won't separate, and keeps for days. Keep Dream Whip 

handy, en for ma desserts any time you are. 
- 

Tropical Breeze. Add frozen melon balls (drained) to slightly Parisian Pudding. Add strawberry halves to “‘just prepared” 
thickened Lime Jell-O Gelatin. Chill. Heap with Dream Whip. Jell-O Vanilla Instant Pudding; top with Dream Whip. 

PARTY PIE 

1 package each Jell-O Chocolate and 

Vanilla Pudding and Pie Filling + 4 cups milk 
1 baked 9-inch pie shell - Cocoa Fluff 

Prepare chocolate filling with 2 cups milk as 

directed on package. Cool 5 minutes; pour 

into pie shell. Prepare vanilla filling same way. 

Spoon over chocolate filling. Chill. Top with 

Cocoa Fluff. Cocoa Fluff. Prepare 1 env. 

Dream Whip as directed on pkg., blending 2 

tbsp. sugar, 2 tbsp. Baker's Cocoa with other 

ingredients before whipping. 

_—— Tested by General Foods Kitchens. Dream Whip and Jell-O are trade-marks of Genera! Foods Corp 
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Community 
stainless, 

too 
New ‘‘Celebrity’’* and ‘‘Driftwood’’* 

illustrate why. With exciting details: The 

lovely luster never needs polishing. Be- 

cause this stainless is made in America, 

extra pieces can be added at any time. 

A 16-piece service for 4, at only $24.95, 

gives you the pride of owning new 

Community* Stainless made by Oneida, 

who also make Community* Silverplate 
and Tudor Plate Oneida Community*. 

# Community Stainless 
by Oneida Silversmiths 

Elizabeth 

Taylor 

(Continued from page 47) 

professional freedom as well as for her 
life. 

On May 12, 1959, she married Eddie 
Fisher in the face of vitriolic public 
criticism. 

A year later she fought her studio, 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, who wanted her to 
star in Butterfield 8. Elizabeth thought 
the film would be “cheap and vulgar” 
and said so— in public. After extensive 
script changes she finally made the film 
—she was bound by contract — but 
proved difficult and uncooperative all the 
way. She made her point; the picture 
was almost universally condemned but 
her performance resulted in an Acad- 
emy award nomination. 

And a few months ago she took a 
step that many Hollywood stars have 
contemplated but few have dared. To 
defend her privacy she and her husband 
filed libel suits against six fan maga- 
zines, charging them with “malicious def- 
amation” and asking for $7 million in 
damages. Columnist John Crosby de- 
scribed this step as a “healthy blow to- 
ward freedom and sanity in the press.” 

This picture of Elizabeth Taylor as 
a self-confident woman successfully de- 
fending herself in every area of her life 
is relatively new. It presents a jarring 
contrast to the 17-year-old girl of 12 
years ago who described herself as hav- 
ing “the body of a woman and the mind 
of a child” — and found no one to dis- 
agree with her. 

\ here did Elizabeth Taylor find the 
strength to survive two divorces, the death 
of a third husband, the scandal sur- 
rounding her fourth marriage, as well as a 
succession of physical crises that have 
brought her close to death more than 
once? The answer that she herself has 
given is: Mike Todd. “There is a great 
calmness and peace inside me now,” she 
said recently, “and this is something I 
began to learn from the moment I mar- 
ried Mike. He changed my life. He 
showed me how to live with honesty and 
courage. From him, I learned for the 
first time the meaning of real, deep, un- 
selfish love.” 

But Mike Todd did not create a new 
Elizabeth Taylor. He transformed the 
girl he married by liberating the vitality, 
the curiosity and the capacity to love 
that she had been forced to bottle up all 
during her childhood. 

Until she was seven years old Eliza- 
beth and her brother Howard, who is two 
years older, lived with their parents in 
England, where children are still taught 
to be seen and not heard. By the time 
Francis Taylor brought his family back 
to the United States, just before the out- 
break of the Second World War, Eliza- 
beth had been trained to act properly 

and do as she was told. In addition she 
was painfully shy. 

These traits— shyness, obedience 
and an excessive sense of decorum — 
characterized Elizabeth for more than 20 
years, through two marriages and the 
birth of her children. At parties Eliza- 
beth was conspicuously uncomfortable; 
she recalls herself trailing husband Mi- 
chael Wilding “like a puppy dog.” 

Mike Todd ended all that. “He had 
a great curiosity and he showed me it 
was foolish to try to hide my shortcom- 
ings,” explained the actress. “As a child 
I was so shy I used to hide behind my 
nurse. On the screen I was still hiding. 
only then it was behind a part. Now I 
don’t hide behind anyone or anything. 
Mike did this for me. He listened while 
I talked. He made me feel that what | 
had to say was worthwhile.” 

Obviously, no one close to her in the 
past had ever made her feel that what 
she had to say was worthwhile, including 
her parents. Her relationship with her 
mother and father remains curiously out 
of focus. Today she speaks of her ado- 
lescence as a happy period, and she in- 
sists that she herself always wanted to 
be an actress and had “great fun” mak- 
ing movies. Yet the fact is that she had 
her first movie contract at eight, hardly 
an age at which to judge the wisdom of 
a career. Her mother had been on the 
stage before her marriage and clearly 
received vicarious satisfaction from man- 
aging Elizabeth’s life. She concentrated 
so completely on promoting her daugh- 

Coming Next Month 

“My Son, Tom Dooley” 
A mother’s moving story 

of how a carefree 

young man became 
one of the most heroic 
doctors of our time 

JUNE REDBOOK 
ter’s career that family life suffered: 
when Elizabeth was 14, her mother and 
father separated. 

After Elizabeth married Nicky Hil- 
ton her relationship with her parents, 
who had been reconciled by then, was 
more a matter of form than feeling. She 
saw them infrequently and for brief pe- 
riods. In the many crises of the ensuing 
years, from the breakup of the Hilton 
marriage to the death of Mike Todd, she 
turned to others for comfort. 

Elizabeth Taylor has always had one 
strong family attachment, however, and 
that is to her brother Howard. As a 
little girl she admired him deeply, envy- 
ing his ability to proceed in his own 
quiet way to do what he wanted to in- 
stead of what his parents wished. It 
was Howard who, after being told that a 
screen test had been arranged for him, 
went out and had his head shaved. 

In a reminiscent mood Elizabeth 
said: “I used to get furious when my 



parents bawled my brother out. If I’d 
see Howard getting a spanking, I'd feel 
like leaping on my father.” And she was 
so eager to be part of her brother’s world 
that for a number of years, as she put it 
with a grin, “I was a tomboy until I real- 
ized I was a girl. It was a marvelous 
awakening.” 

Her brother was a person whom Eliz- 
abeth could not only love but admire. 
Howard Taylor knew his own mind and 
had the resourcefulness to develop as he 
chose, accepting full responsibility for 
his personal decisions. The same could 
not be said of the other men in her life. 
When she married Nicky Hilton he was 
23 years old — more a boy than a man — 
and his greatest interest in life was gam- 
bling. Michael Wilding was a man of 
the world but he lacked firmness and 
direction. Even Elizabeth’s father had 
always preferred to avoid conflict rather 
than take action and resolve it. 

Mike Todd was the antithesis of all 
three — Hilton, Wilding and Francis 
Taylor. He thrived on conflict and would 
provoke arguments simply because he en- 
joyed the clash of ideas. He remained 
silent only when asleep; his endless flow 
of words, carried when necessary by tele- 
phone wires all over the world, kept him 
constantly linked with his many friends. 
For all his worldliness he remained a 
blunt man who had little admiration for 
elegance or sophistication. And when he 
married Elizabeth Taylor he was 45 years 
old, had been a widower once and di- 
vorced once, had a grown son and was 
already a grandfather. Mike Todd, like 
Elizabeth’s brother, was a man who knew 
where he wanted to go and was willing 
to do his best to get there. And like 
Howard Taylor he was a man whom Eliz- 
abeth could love and respect — and from 
whom she could learn how to live. 

Toad knew this. On the afternoon of 
the day he died he sat in his office talk- 
ing to me, and he said: “I’ve been around 
longer than Liz and I’ve iearned a few 
things. Like when she makes mistakes 
that are not important, I can tell her 
right off. But if they matter a lot, a guy 
has to have real patience. 

“Being a mother is a woman’s most 
important job, and you can’t tell her 
she’s being a poor mother because then 
she gets hurt, real hurt. Now, I can tell 
Liz about her acting; I can say, ‘You 
were lousy.’ And I can tell her, ‘When 
a guy’s talking, pretend you’re interested 
— listen.’ But I can’t say: ‘Don’t com- 
pete with the nurse — you’re the mother. 
Let the children know you’re the mother.’ 
I’ve got to keep quiet because Liz has to 
be the one to discover these things. 

“And I can keep quiet because I 
know she’s smart, and I see her learning 
all the time.” 

In teaching his wife how to live 
with honesty and courage — “the gift I 
will have from him as long as I live” — 
Mike Todd also had to teach her to back 
her beliefs, when necessary, by fighting 
for them. Todd’s unabashed joy ‘in a 
good, knockdown, drag-out battle proved 
contagious. As a result Mike and. Liz 
battled often enough between themselves, 
occasionally in public. But the actress 
put this in perspective when she once 
said with penetrating candor: “We have 
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Recommends 

GOOD MIRRORS 

FOR GOOD MAKE-UP 

It is impossible without a good mirror 

and good light to do a neat, complete 

make-up job and know just how you 

look afterward. If you depend on a 

community mirror, like the one in the 

bathroom, you will often have to fight 

the battle of poor light and the prob- 

lem of getting to the mirror when you 

need it most. The best solution for 

make-up is a good mirror of your own, 

preferably one you can move from 
place to place. With portable mirrors 

you can move the mirror and your 

make-up to the spot where the light is 

best near a window for daytime 

make-up, near good artificial light for 

evening. Daylight, not direct sunlight, 

is best for daytime make-up. The best 

light for evening make-up is overhead 

light supplemented by lamps on each 

side of the mirror. 

There are all kinds of mirrors at all 

kinds of prices. They can hang on the 
wall, fit around your neck or stand on 

a table; there are accordion or exten- 

sion mirrors that turn, tilt and pull 

out from the wall at different lengths 

and fold flat against it when they’re 

not in use. Some have attachments for 

a light or an electric razor. Many fold 

flat for travel. 
In the picture above, the chrome 

two-way mirror (left) with its own 

light will assure you of perfect light 

day or night. It costs under $14. The 

mirror at upper right is an easel-hand 

mirror, regular on one side, magnify- 

ing on the other. It also will hang on 

the wall and it folds flat for traveling. 

Under $6. The mirror at lower right 

is a magnifying, rubber-suction mir- 

ror that grips the wall or any flat sur- 

face; it ean be moved anywhere. 

Under $4. 

Chrome mirrors by Acme 

Rubber mirror by Knickerbocker Rubber Co. 

Photographs by Paul Weller 
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Proving the point—new, “‘Affection”’ 
that gives you the look, the feel, the lux- 

ury of sterling at a down-to-earth price. 

Eight 5-piece place settings for less than 

$50. See all the lovely patterns in Com- 

munity* Silverplate—by Oneida Silver- 
smiths, who also make Community*Stain- 

lessand Tudor PlateOneida Community". 
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more fun fighting than most people do 
making love.” 

It was a flip remark but it had the 
ring of truth; and a few months later, 
after Todd had been killed in a plane 
crash, its meaning was deepened when 
Elizabeth Taylor said quietly: “Fights 
were part of the fun, but we loved much 
more than we fought.” 

The many lessons she learned from 
Mike Todd find expression in much of 
what Elizabeth Taylor says and does 
today. In a talk we had some months 
before she actually filed lawsuits to safe- 
guard her privacy, she said that “almost 
everybody” disapproved of the idea. 
“When they try to talk us out of suing,” 
she explained, “they use the old line 
‘There’s nothing as old as yesterday’s 
papers, and it’s all forgotten the next 

day.” This I don’t believe. I believe | 
have a right to fight and protect what is 
honest and true.” 

A friend who was in the room said: 
“Then you're going to spend the rest of 
your life fighting.” 

“So what?” replied Elizabeth. “You 
have to believe in some kind of justice 
and you have to fight for it — it doesn’t 
just happen. If you don’t fight, you're 
compromising yourself, and I can’t live 
that way. It’s like living without honor. 
I'd rather fight for what I believe in!” 

At the same time she is disciplining 
herself so that her personal defenses will 
be stronger. “In the past I’ve been terri- 
bly hurt, and terribly concerned about 
what others have said,” Elizabeth ad- 

May 1961 

A new approach to cooking from 

the test kitchens of the 
American Dairy Association. 

mitted, “and I'd be trying to put on an 
act if I said I hadn’t been. But I try 
not to be now. You can’t let the world’s 
opinions rattle you. I don’t think we 
should let ourselves be deeply affected 
by what others think.” 

Elizabeth Taylor seems to be apply- 
ing this attitude with some success. Since 
her marriage to Eddie Fisher she has 
reflected the happiness of a woman at 
peace with herself. Speaking to news- 
paperman Lionel Crane, of the London 
Daily Express, she said: “It is my good 
fortune to be married to a man who likes 
the real things of life as much as I do. 
and that is why, despite the heartaches 
and the tragedy I’ve known, I say I am 
a doubly blessed woman. I have known 
real love twice in my life. Some never 
know it once.” 

Because Eddie Fisher had been such 
a close friend of Mike Todd’s for many 
years, to a point where they often wore 
identical clothes, it was natural for peo- 
ple to wonder if, after Todd’s death, 
Elizabeth Taylor might have been drawn 
to Eddie for the wrong reasons. 

“When I began to grow fond of 
Eddie as a man.” the actress told Crane. 
“I wondered whether it was because I 
was seeing him as Mike. That was some- 
thing I carefully searched my mind about. 
I knew you could not re-create someone 
in someone else; if that was what I was 
trying to do, it had to be disastrous. 

“Mike isn’t somebody I could ever 
forget — or ever want to. I will always 
love Mike, but that’s something different 

and separate. Eddie does have a lot of 
Mike’s qualities, but finally I was sure I 
was not trying to marry an image. I knew 
I was truly and deeply in love with Eddie. 
We have a marvelous relationship of ten- 
derness, fun and understanding.” 

The qualities that Elizabeth Taylor 
describes in her marriage to Eddie Fisher 
came through strongly in conversations 
I had with them. Once, for example, 
they were talking of Elizabeth’s temper. 

“I am an impetuous person,” the 
actress confessed. “A lot of discomfort 
could have been avoided if I had stopped 
to think or count to ten. This has been 
the story of my life. I very rarely count 
to ten. It’s something I’m trying to 
change — to control my temper.” 

“You wouldn’t be you without your 
temper.” countered Eddie. “It’s beauti- 
ful.” 

“Thanks,” said Elizabeth dryly. “I'll 
remind you of that next time I lose it.” 

Eddie grinned. “You will.” 
“I guess it’s true that at times I 

enjoy losing my temper,” she conceded. 
“But that can lead to a childish tantrum, 
and I must learn not to indulge it. With 
Eddie I often indulge — and I shouldn’t. 
I would like not to be so impetuous. And 
I am trying to work on it. I never lose 
my temper with the children. That’s dif- 
ferent. I’m the adult, they’re the chil- 
dren, so they can lose their tempers once 
in a while. It’s my responsibility not 
to lose mine, and I work at it, which 
proves that I can do it if I really set my 
mind to it.” 



“There are only a few people who 

really know what Elizabeth is like.” her 
husband explained. “She’s not at all the 
kind of woman the public thinks. She's 
a square. She’s not the sophisticated, 
sexy woman the world thinks she is— 
she’s a girl who likes simple things much 
more than expensive or extravagant 
things. 

“And I will tell you an interesting 
thing. It’s not that I never loved my 
brothers and sisters —I do— but when 
I saw Elizabeth with them, | appreci- 
ated my family even more. They got 
along so well and there was such a won- 
derful feeling that / looked at them in 
a different light.” 

“He has a marvelous family.” said 
Elizabeth. “They’re very understanding, 
very warm. The first time I met them 
I didn’t know what to expect because 
Eddie hadn’t talked about them much. 
I thought, A family of seven? I couldn’t 
quite imagine what the relationships 
would be like. Well, they’re just won- 
derful, and we had a ball.” 

“That’s what I mean when I say 
she’s a square.” Eddie commented. “She's 
so normal. She gets along better with 
my family than I do. They look at her 
as though she’s a queen, but she doesn’t 
act that way at all — it’s like she’s from 
South Philadelphia. I couldn’t believe it.” 

In recent years Elizabeth Taylor has 
found it easier to have a satisfying rela- 
tionship with her own parents. “There 
used to be problems.” she told me, “but 
everything is fine now. Still, I wouldn’t 
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drop over and see them. they would never 
just drop over and see me — not without 
calling up first, which is fine. But I like 
them ...I love them; they love me. Per- 
haps for a few years they loved me too 
much. I was too much a part of their 
lives: they had no lives of their own, 
especially my mother. And now they do 
and they’re very happy together. I’m 
very proud of this; | don’t think it was 
easy for them.” 

Elizabeth is determined to avoid hav- 
ing any comparable problem with her 
own children. “I want to enjoy them as 
long as I can,” she said, “but I’m not 
going to hang on to them. If you let go. 
they're free to come back. But if you 
hang on, then they want to pull away.” 

When she went to England to make a 
million dollars by starring in the movie 
Cleopatra, she took her children along. 
On Friday, March 3, 1961, they were 
playing in the seven-room suite in the 
Dorchester Hotel that the Fishers call 
home when strangers suddenly started 
pouring into the apartment. The chil- 
dren were told that their mother, who 
had been suffering from flu for more 
than a week, would have to be taken to 
the hospital. They were not told how sick 
their mother really was. The newspapers 
reported that at one point her doctors 
feared she might have only an hour to 
live. But the truth is even more chilling. 

In a telephone conversation with Dr. 
Middleton Price. a respiration specialist 
who had been called in on the case, I 
learned how close the actress had come 

to dying. As she lay under the oxygen 
tent in her hotel bed, a crisis arose with 
unbelievable swiftness. Her condition 
grew worse with each passing minute. 

“By the time I arrived,” said Dr. 
Price. “she had almost stopped breath- 
ing. She might have survived fifteen 
minutes, but no more.” 

Instantly Dr. Price started using a 
small hand blower that he had brought 
along. placing a tube in her throat and 
pumping air into her lungs. Only after 
using the hand blower steadily for more 
than an hour did the doctors feel that 
their patient had enough strength to sur- 
vive the short ambulance journey to the 
hospital, where an emergency tracheot- 
omy would then be performed. 

Days later, when Elizabeth Taylor’s 
personal physician reported that she was 
off the danger list, he told reporters that 
her will to live was the major factor in 
her recovery. 

Three years ago. when Mike Todd 
died, Elizabeth found the strength in her- 
self to survive his death. Todd had 
helped her find that strength. Since then 
she has used it to protect her privacy, 
to further her career and perhaps even to 
save her own life. Her hardest fight in 
the years ahead may be to find the ma- 
turity to direct and control this strength. 
For as she herself put it: 

“Whatever happens to us. we are di- 
rectly or indirectly responsible for it. 
Things don’t just happen to people.” 

... THE Enpb 
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Your Right 

To Be Unhappy 

(Continued from page 29) 

is precisely the capacity to be unhappy 
when reality warrants it—to be unhappy 
without anxiety, apology or defensiveness. 

But all this has changed. New and 
grisly Pollyannas now march proudly 
through our land singing the praises of 
Happiness and proclaiming that Discon- 
tent is unnecessary, unnatural or plain un- 
American. 

Never in history have so many people 
known what is secretly wrong with every- 
one else. At our social gatherings what 
was once called gossip now masquerades 
as “insight.” Ordinary discontent is 
pounced on as a symptom of some dark 
disturbance. 

Today everyone needs “help,” and 
help—-bless your naive soul—no longer 
means assistance; it is a synonym for 
“cure.” 

Please do not misunderstand me; | 
am not lampooning psychiatrists or psy- 
choanalysts. It is their function, and a 
crucial one, to help the anguished and 
heal the ill. What I am inveighing against 
are the new Florence Nightingales of the 
psyche, both male and female, who leap to 
the conclusion that if you are not happy, 
you are sick (not sick in the proper sense 
of the word, but sick as in “sick, sick, 
sick”). 

The people who share in this cult of 
happiness are at least 50 million strong, 
and they all worship at the shrine of Fun. 
Has there ever been a time when so many 
grownups exerted so much energy in the 
frantic effort to prove to themselves as 
well as others that they are having fun? 
Has any greater crime ever been per- 

Ordeal of 

Southern 

(Continued from page 44) 

startling ordeal on television. It seemed 
to be going on forever—as if it were a 
serial “feature.” 

I watched it too in my home in 
Georgia: saw the children each day walk 
steadily, as if deaf and blind, through the 
pressing mob of women. Only their 
musculature betrayed the children’s fear; 
on the television screen you could see the 
sudden tightening of arms against body, 
the rigid heads, the widened eyes. 

Day after day the women were there; 
day after day the little Negro girl with 
the bow on her hair walked through the 
hooting crowd; day after day the white 
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petrated on our language than such 
phrases as a “fun time.” a “fun book,” a 
“fun-type friend”? We used to bid our 
farewells with a simple and lovely “good- 
by” which comes from “God be with you.” 
Today we are more likely to hear the silly 
phrase “Have fun,” which reduces us to the 
status of children going off to a party. 

Fun is a word we once reserved for 
children. Adults did not “have fun”; they 
had pleasure. Today, in our national pas- 
sion to be happy we are not only substi- 
tuting childish pleasures for adult be- 
havior, we are subtly changing the very 
goals of that behavior. Relax has replaced 
try. Spend has replaced save. Be happy 
has replaced achieve something. 

Now, what on earth does “having fun” 
really mean? It means, if you observe the 
miserable souls engaged in chasing after 
it, doing things which cannot possibly 
stretch the mind or engage the heart. It 
means flight from anything useful or im- 
portant. It means the constant search for 
sensations instead of emotions. It means 
substituting jokes for talk. It means the 
avoidance of solitude, reflection, com- 
munion with the self. Above all, it means 
making noise—lots and lots of noise. For 
quiet is fun’s enemy and silence its death. 
You can’t “have fun” alone. 

All I can say for the fun-addicted 
adult is, heaven help him. Those [ really 
pity are children of fun lovers—the 
child who likes to be alone, the boy who 
wants to dream of pirates or spaceships. 
the girl who hums nonsense rhymes or 
weaves garlands out of dandelions. How 
long before loving parents will clear their 
modern and progressive throats and launch 
into subtly “helpful” questions: “Is any- 
thing wrong, dear?” “Wouldn't you like 
to invite someone over?” “Why aren't you 
out with the other kids having fun?” 

For if there is one thing that most of 
us fear, it is that our deeply loved, ten- 
derly nurtured, vitamin-fed, orthodontured, 
anxiety-free offspring won’t be “outgoing.” 
Warm. Happy. 

A happy child is, of course, a child 
who has “worked out a satisfactory rela- 

children came too; but now, each day, 
there were fewer of them. One Negro 
child and all the white children dropped 
out of McDonogh. Only the three Negro 
children continued to go there. 

At Frantz, finally, there was only 
Mrs. James Gabrielle’s little girl and the 
Reverend Lloyd A. Foreman’s little girl 
and the one Negro child. That was all. 
But with stoical, quiet firmness they con- 
tinued. Then, shortly before Christmas, 
the Gabrielles left New Orleans. 

| went to New Orleans in early January, 
seeking to gauge the feelings and fears, 
the hopes and dreads of the parents 
involved—and that of citizens who, like 
the rest of us, seemed to be passive ob- 
servers. I wanted to know why this had 
happened and what was now being done 
about it. 

My first days were spent in talk with 
parents who had had children in the 
school and with some who had not. | 
talked with ministers, churchwomen, busi- 
nessmen. I talked with cab drivers, col- 

tionship with his group.” We once wanted 
our children to make something of their 
lives: now we want them to be “well- 
adjusted.” Not respected, not admired, 
not strong enough to go their own ways. 
No, we want them to be liked. 

So a new trinity is enshrined in our 
hearts: Happiness, Fun, Popularity. 

Every so often some young man or 
woman, mistaking my years for wisdom. 
asks me for advice. After dusting off the 
hoary bromides (which, unfortunately, is 
what most experience boils down to). I 
offer them these three suggestions: 

1) Have the courage to be yourself: 
use your brain; push your talents, what- 
ever they are, to the outermost limits of 
your capacity. 

2) Don’t try to be popular. 
3) Moderate your demands on others. 

Could I command the pulpits of our 
land or half the television channels used 
for the glorification of untidy cowboys in 
barbarous towns, | would urge Americans 
to reconsider whether or not their limited 
allotment of mortality is really being 
spent best in aping children, in trying to 
recapture the excitements of adolescence. 
in trading self-respect for popularity. | 
would ask them to have the fortitude to 
question whether the Group—their com- 
panions, their neighbors, their club, their 
community—is worth adjusting to. 

I would remind them of the nourish- 
ment, the comfort, the adventure, the edi- 
fication, to be found in an experience 
which can be known only in solitude— 
reading. 

I would suggest that if we spent less 
time trying to have fun, we might redis- 
cover the endless resources of the self, 
which is at home with quiet, which prom- 
ises a serenity not to be found in strenuous 
socializing, which can accept the slings 
and arrows of ordinary (much less out- 
rageous) fortune and which has the 
courage to understand that no one outside 
a fairy tale really lives “happily ever 
after.” ... THE Enp 

lege students of both races and college 
professors. People were not of one mind. 
There was no “solid South” in New 
Orleans. Some felt that the situation was 
alarming; others said it was “all exag- 
gerated.” Some thought business had 
been severely harmed, prestige lost and 
the school system gravely injured; others 
said, “Oh, let’s forget it!” 

I went to take a look at the Frantz 
School. It was Saturday. I knew the 
school would be closed for the weekend 
but I wanted to see its neighborhood, its 
people. I had not come alone. The gra- 
cious New Orleans woman, driving me to 
the school, had said, “I couldn’t let you 
come alone. I don’t think anything would 
happen. But so much has happened one 
is never, now, quite sure. 

“This has been a shaking experience 
—simply to see,” she had told me. “I 
watched it on TV. These women changed 
me from a segregationist to an integra- 
tionist overnight. The next morning | 
went there, to see for myself what was 
happening. That did it. I had always 
been a_ segregationist. Stubborn one. 
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But those screaming, vulgar, bullying 
women changed me. So I began to work 
to keep the school open. And I began 
to think. I had always considered myself 
a Christian, but in a flash I realized that 
[ couldn’t be one and hold on to this 
thing we call segregation. I saw, so 
suddenly, that a belief that makes people 
hurt children is a despicable belief.” 

Now she sat in her car, parked near 
the school, as I wandered around here 
and there. I found two policemen in a 
patrol car on the lookout for trouble- 
makers. After a little casual talk I asked 
them why parents stopped bringing their 
children to school. “The white parents,” 

| added. 

“Because they don’t want to mix with 
colored people,” one policeman replied. 

That was not what some others had 
said. Nor what Mrs. Gabrielle told me 

when I talked with her a few days after I 
left New Orleans. 

| asked Mrs. Gabrielle why she had 
continued to take her little girl Yolanda 
to school for so long, and why she had 

finally stopped. 

“I felt I must.” she said. “It wasn’t 
stayed awake nights thinking 

what to do, what was right to do. A time 
comes when one must take a stand. Some- 
thing is right or it isn’t. Whatever you 
do you have to live with it afterward. 
For me, it was right to take my child to 
school: it was wrong, terribly wrong, to 
let bullies tell me what to do about my 

own child. | had lived in New Orleans 
since | was seven years old. I understand 
the hold segregation has on Southerners 
because I was reared there. But it is 
wrong, even though we are all used to it.” 

She hesitated. “People—all of us— 

ure not released from the obligation to do 
right because it is hard. When we heard 
that our school was to be opened to Negro 
pupils—even though only one—I said to 
my husband, We must make our decision. 
He felt the same as I did: that we must 
do what is right. And this meant to us 
that we must send our little girl to school. 

We were obeying the highest law of our 
land. And it was a law we believed was 

just; we were determined not to let people 
bully us into doing wrong. 

“But the pressures got too heavy,” 

Mrs. Gabrielle said. “It was not just the 

shouting, jeering women; there were the 
phone calls, the daily threats, the insults 
given our other children in their schools. 
| had lived in New Orleans thirty-four 
years. I felt it was part of my responsi- 

bility as a Southerner to help see the 
change through in a peaceful, good way. 
But finally it was too much, the strain. 
My husband couldn't sleep worrying about 
what might happen to the children while 
he was at work.” 

And so the Gabrielles left, taking 

Yolanda to a place where she could go to 
school without fear. 

T 

New Orleans is a lovely city in many 
ways... Mrs. Gabrielle had said. 

It was a lovely city to many mothers 
| talked to. “Of course I like New 
Orleans,” one of them told me. “My 
husband doesn’t make much and some of 
the time we're just hanging on, so to 
speak; still, we like it here. But no city 
is good if you can't keep your children in 
school. Im a Southerner, but I believe 

easy. | 

all children ought to be in school, regard- 
less of this desegregation. I just don’t 
believe we should think about race. 
Think about children. But my husband 
here only half agrees.” 

It was Saturday afternoon. The 
husband was sitting in the kitchen with us 
—a big, brawny, handsome man; once a 
miner, he told me. “I’m not for segre- 
gation,” he said. “That day’s gone. But 
I don’t want my children hurt. I worry 
about them. I’m not scared for myself.” 

“We get threats over the phone,” his 
wife explained. “He’s not scared... .” 
She looked at him, smiled. “He’s not 
scared of any man alive. I’m not scary 
either. But it begins to get you.” 

She had been walking to the store for 
groceries, she said, when a man brushed 
up close to her, murmured, “You git them 
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young “uns of yours out of that school or 
we'll kill “em.” She tried to laugh as she 
told it. “I have seven. That's a lot to 
look after day and night. Then the phone 
ringing at night, people saying all the 
dirty words in the language when you 
answered it. People who won’t give their 
names. I finally gave up. I'd been send- 
ing two to Frantz School but I stopped. 
Then I sent them again. Now I don’t 
know what to do.” 

In the next room were the children, 
all seven of them, staring at TV. They 
were completely absorbed. The simple 
bang-bang of Westerns must have been 
reassuring after the invisible pressures 
they had felt during the past weeks. 

The apartment was small for nine to 
live in, and bleak, but the little woman 
lighted it up as she talked. Her husband 
sat at the table playing with his coffee 
cup. He had little to say. Smiled at her, 
turned his cup around, looked down at 
the table. She said, “You know, I just 
may start them again. I despise to be 
told by other folks what I can do and not 
do when I know I’m obeying the highest 
law of the land.” 

“What about the children?” I asked. 
“How did yours feel about the threats and 
the screaming women?” 

She said softly, “I just don’t know. 
They don’t say.” 

The mother of the small Negro girl 
with the perky bow in her hair said that 
her child had never mentioned the scream- 
ing women either. “I hope she thinks of 
it as noise, just noise,” the Negro mother 
added with quiet understatement. 

A white mother said, “It’s strange. 
I thought my little girl would be relieved 
when I told her that she wasn’t going 
back to Frantz School any more. I'd lost 
my nerve. I felt I couldn’t push through 
that crowd of screaming women one more 
time. But when I told my little girl, she 
said, “Mummie, | want to go to school. | 
like my teacher.’ ” 

The children were not mentioning the 
mob. They were playing it the secret, 
silent way, as they always do when the 
grown-up world becomes confused and 
violent. They burrow down deep and the 
grownups are locked out of where they 
hide. 

“Ten years from now,” a teacher said, 
“we shall learn what effect it has had on 
them. When they are sixteen or seven- 
teen, then we'll find out. And we'll be 
shocked and blame them for what adults 
did or failed to do in 1960-61.” 

| tried to see the Reverend Foreman, 
who has continued to take his child to the 
Frantz School. The minister answered 
none of his phone calls, not even at the 
private number I was able to get from a 
friend. There had been too many phone 
calls in the night, the shrill threats and 
obscenities flung through the wires, the 
burning of his effigy in front of his church. 
Neighbors told me that he had left his 
home, was staying temporarily elsewhere. 

There was one other person who 
briefly defied the female mob. In late 
January one white father decided to send 
his children to McDonogh. With an out- 
burst of boldness that was refreshing after 
so much passivity, he said that he would 
defy the White Citizens Council and 
everybody else who tried to keep him 
from sending his two kids to school. 

His young son, accompanied by a 
United States marshal, went to school for 
a few days. The father promptly lost his 
job, regained it briefly when the national 
office of the drugstore chain for which he 
worked presumably intervened and forced 
his rehiring. But within a few days the 
father was being given the “full treat- 
ment” by the unseen forces of terror that 
have kept all parents of McDonogh in 



line. One day the other young son, who 
had been ill, also attended. Then sud- 
denly the family left town overnight. 

What made the terror so effective? 
And who wielded it? How had it been 
organized? 

The woman with the seven children 
had told me as she bade me good-by: 
“There'd be no trouble if it wasn’t for the 
politicians. None. This mess in New 
Orleans did not need to happen. But the 
women were told over the radio and TV 
not to send their children to school. They 
were encouraged to give way to panic. 

Had it been left to the people, had they 
been let alone. it wouldn’t have hap- 
pened.” 

But they were not let alone and it did 
happen. [ asked 20 or more prominent 

and deeply responsible citizens of New 
Orleans to explain how the pervasive fear 
had been generated in the city. 

The White Citizens Council in New 
Orleans and Louisiana, they told me, has 
few scruples and great power—and it does 
not let people alone. Some state and 
local officials, some of the city police, 
some industrialists and big and _ little 
farmers. numerous politicians and a num- 
ber of small businessmen are members or 
are directly controlled by the membership. 
Many employers who cooperate with the 
council threaten their employees with loss 
of their jobs for any kind of mixing—even 
the rather normal procedure of keeping 
their children in their regular school. 

Behind the network of politicians and 
businessmen is the .power of Leander 
Perez. Mr. Perez is not a resident of 
New Orleans, although he is well-known 
there. He owns or controls vast oil and 
sulphur interests which carry with them 
certain political advantages. A _ bitter 
foe of desegregation, Perez refers to the 
Federal government as “the enemy of our 
people” and its various officials as “an- 
other pinko,” “that Zionist,” and a “smart 
mulatto.” 

It was Leander Perez and his friends 
who arranged to open the schools in St. 
Bernard Parish (county} to New Orleans 
children and to transport the children who 
regularly attended Frantz and McDonogh 
across the parish lines to segregated 
schools. If there had not been that choice 

if the choice had been McDonogh and 
Frantz or no schools—there would have 
been many more who might have walked 
that long journey to their own school. 

I heard, too, that many of the scream- 
ing women were not from New Orleans. 
They came from the next parish, and it 
was said that many of them were hired by 
the White Citizens Council and brought 
in to make trouble. I do not know 
whether this is so or whether it is merely 
that the decent, respectable women of 
New Orleans to whom I spoke could not 
bear to believe that these vulgar creatures 
could be part of their own beloved city. 

The politicians too may have had 
something to do with the unfortunate 
choice of schools in which to begin the 
token desegregation. Frantz School is in 
an area where living conditions are 
crowded, houses small and none too at- 
tractive, where the average incomes of the 
residents are low, where accents are often 
rural. McDonogh is in a similar neigh- 
horhood. 
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“To select these schools as the place 
to begin our difficult experiment was a 
great mistake,” a woman prominent in 
New Orleans social and civic affairs told 
me. “They should have started with 
schools whose families feel more secure 
economically and socially. Not that 
money and social prestige make people 
less prejudiced—they don’t. But they give 
opportunities for a wider education, and 
often feelings become more tolerant.” 

Quite a number of the public schools 
in the more well-to-do communities had 
voted through their P.T.A.s their willing- 
ness to accept a few Negroes. Frantz had 
voted against it. Was it possible that the 
choice of Frantz and McDonogh was a 
deliberate one calculated to insure the 
failure of the move? 

“A giant truck driven by mad poli- 
ticians has got out of control and is 
running down children.” a prominent 
clergyman told me sadly. “Strange what 
folks will do in the name of segregation. 
And this time they're doing it mainly to 
white children.” 

He then told me this story. The 
White Citizens Council had recently held 
a mass meeting. Many politicians and 
professional racists spoke that evening 
excoriating the Supreme Court, all federal 

courts, the New Orleans School Board, 
which had done a brave job under diffi- 
cult circumstances. The talks were given 
enthusiastic applause. 

But the climax of the occasion was a 
“play” on “mongrelization.” In this play 
half the cast of white children, ages six. 
seven and eight, were blacked up; half 
were not. Scene one was about first grade 
at school. In this scene the little black- 
faced actors held hands and kissed the 
unblacked-up actors. “This is what will 
happen when niggers get in your school,” 
the spokesman solemnly told the nervously 
tittering audience. In succeeding scenes 
older children, then teen-agers, “danced 
together and kissed,” repeating the same 
nonsense with some unprintable overtones. 

“Under ordinary circumstances,” the 
clergyman said, “this perversion of young 
children’s minds, this form of subtle 
seduction, would not be tolerated in any 
civilized community. Yet it was tolerated 
here by our community and we are a 
civilized city. What is there in the word 
‘segregation’ that can cause us to suspend 
our good taste, our delicacy, our moral 
sense?” 

I asked a prominent businessman why 
this kind of thing was tolerated. Where 
were the good, decent people of New 
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Orleans—the ones who were not so brave, 
perhaps, as Mrs. Gabrielle nor yet as 
racist in their beliefs as the screaming 

women? 
The city was experiencing a curious 

lethargy. he said. “We have half a mil- 

lion citizens, and so few have spoken out 
against what is happening to the chil- 
dren.” People listened to the news, yes: 
saw and reacted to the photographs of the 
children and the street women: listened 

to fragments of speeches from the segre- 
gationist politicians on radio and TV, read 
bits of them in the papers. But they did 
not make a pattern of what they saw and 

heard. They did not see the total design 
or the full meaning of the event. 

“We often wonder,” the businessman 
said, “how the Germans let themselves be 

caught up in the hideously cruel deeds of 
Hitler and his secret police. But it was 

they, like the rest of us, heard 

and only the bits. Too 
many facts isolated other. 
They never tried to put it together. They 
were so busy with their anxieties and 

panicky false fears that they never once 

saw where they were headed.” 

“The lack of protest is caused by a 
factor.” a college protessor told 

me. ‘We have fine people here who are 

shocked deeply by the mob of women, the 

persecution of children, the vulgar ‘plays.’ 
They want to speak out but don't. They 

don't because they have lost the sense of 
civic security. If the Supreme Court is 
not our final arbiter, then what is? There 
is nothing left but anarchy. We do not 

feel adequately protec ted by the police 

force or public opinion. We are afraid.” 

because 

the pieces. 

from each 
saw 
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ry 

This, then, was the picture of New 
Orleans early in 1961: a few brave people, 

and the 

a whole 

women 

and 

a band of screaming 

powerful men behind them 
city too lethargic or too afraid to protest. 

But it was a picture that was trou- 
bling New Orleans itself—and there, per- 
haps, is the hope. 

It is a lovely city, but it is not being 

good now to its children,” was an opinion 
| heard again and again. Businessmen 

working people, sophisti- 
cated intellectuals, middle-class mothers. 

Mayor deLesseps Morrison, urbane 
and charming and certainly in no sense 

a violent segregationist, deplores the re- 

cent “bad” publicity given his city and 
pretests again and again that “only one 
tenth of one per cent” of the people have 
been involved in any kind of “demonstra- 
tion.” Unfortunately, children’s lives can 
be ruined by one demonstration of a 

handful of people. It is the quality of 
the experience that has hurt this gracious, 
gay city. not the quantity of it; and it is 

the quality of the experience that is so 

deeply troubling to many in New Orleans. 
| spoke with a group of New Orleans 

women one morning, sipping half-and- 
half coffee, eating the famous confections 
of the city, talking gravely and sometimes 
heatedly. They talked of their childhood 
and their children, and of how they felt 
when they saw the frightened, tense faces 

of the youngsters of both races who have 
been trapped in this desegregation situa- 
tion and squeezed tight by the two oppos- 
ing forces. To many of these women the 
sight of the mob of women had been a 

expressed it, 

devastating pessonal experience. 

One of them said: “I had always 
been a segregationist. As children, little 
by little we learn there are barriers, little 
by little we learn where to go, where to 
sit. what to say. We hear jokes; we hear 
everybody saying they believe in segrega- 
tion: we see people acting it out. We 

learn to do this, do that. And suddenly 
were segregationists. It isn’t that we've 
studied its rationale or learned real argu- 
ments supporting it; we just are segrega- 
tionists. And we never question it. 

“But I saw those women screaming 
and pulling at the children. And _ this 
thing, this outrage, was happening here 
in my town. I looked hard at it, then I 
slowly drove home. I felt everything in 

me tumbling down: it was like an earth- 
quake. My beliefs, my values, memories, 
were churning. My notion of women—I 
didn’t know such women existed in the 
South. Or if I did, I had shut the sight 
away. I thought we were all ‘nice. that 
we were well-mannered: we loved chil- 
dren; we were hospitable and courteous. 
Well we aren't: some of us are exactly 
what I saw on the street. I said to my- 
self, ‘If segregation or any belief can 
drive you to the point where you will 
threaten and bully little children and 
walk on the street screaming obscenities, 

then that belief is no good.’ ” 

listened to these women | felt 
New Orleans’ ordeal had opened 

many minds. Old complacencies were 
shattered. People were examining a way 
of life they had never looked at critically 
before. One felt it in the candor, the 
lack of defensiveness, the quick, honest 
insights and a warmth of spirit that re- 
vealed that these women were thinking 
not about a problem but about people. 
about children. 

The consciences of these women had 
been deeply moved by the goodness and 
courage of Mrs. Gabrielle, by her pro- 
found sense of what must be done by 
right-thinking people, by her quiet doing 
of it. They were equally stirred by Rev- 
erend Foreman, who as firmly and as 
quietly took his child to school and con- 
tinued to live and preach in New Orleans. 

As | 
that 

me 

a of them, among them Mrs. Peggy 
Murison, had felt they could not sit quietly 
by without helping. 

“One night, watching those screaming 
women on TV, I said to myself, “You've 
got to do something. Think what.” Other 
friends had the same kind of response: 
they too felt they could not sit there dis- 
approving: they must do something. “So 
it began as a kind of spontaneous com- 

\ een 

She laughed with sudden embarrass- 
ment. 

“IT suppose | am making a kind of 
confession: tt seems so. Anyway, segre- 
gation is no longer important to me. I 
don’t quite know what an integrationist is, 
but I guess I’m one. Anyway, I’m for 
children no matter what their color.” 

Another woman could not go so far 
as to call herself an integrationist, but 
she said: “Desegregation was bound to 
come. We knew it long before the Su- 

preme Court decision of 1954. We knew 
when the armed services desegregated, 
when the colleges began to take Negro 
students: we have how the world 
feels about us and our racial problems. 
But we tried not to face it. Now we must. 
This is about as far as I can go at present. 
I think a little desegregation is far better 
than closing our schools: and far better 
than having riots and mobs ruin our city’s 
reputation and our state’s business.” 

seen 
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bustion.” Mrs. Murison said. “Ten of us 
got together and made a car pool to take 
Mrs. Gabrielle and Reverend Foreman 
and their children—and others. too, to 
the school. We telephoned parents and 
told them we'd come for their children 
and take them in our cars to the school 
if that would make them feel more secure. 
We hoped in this way to stop the panic, 
to encourage the parents who wanted to 
send their children. And at least they 
would know that we, in another part of 
the city, cared.” 

Rocks were thrown at the cars: an 
window was broken. But a 
children were able to return 

to school. And then the phone calls and 
threats increased. “Parents told us that 
they dared not continue, even with our 
help.” Mrs. Murison said. 

Mrs. Murison and her friends were 
not the only ones who tried to break 
through the lethargy and the fear. The 

occasional 

few more 



most important attempt had been the Save 
Our Schools project. 

In October, 1959, a few men and 
women, believing that public opinion must 
be prepared for the desegregation of 
schools, organized for this purpose. A 
major aim was to put the facts before the 
people: facts about the economic and 
social cost of mobs and violence and 
closed schools. 

“But we were late beginning.” Mrs. 

Moise Cahn, a gracious. distinguished 
lady who is one of the group's founders, 
told me. Things moved slowly; somehow 
not much was done. “Yet. all the time 
we knew our city was coming closer to 

crisis. Soon the federal courts would 
send down their order to the New Orleans 
School Board. In April of 1960, after de- 
lays and little achievement, we asked Mrs. 
Mary Sand to be president of Save Our 
Schools—and since then a remarkable job 
has been done.” 

Been to call on Mrs. Sand in her home. 
She is quiet, almost self-effacing, but 

poised and sure. As she talked | recog- 
nized the fine quality of her mind and | 
knew her friends were right when they 
said nothing frightened her. 

Yes, she had been threatened, she 
said. And the children had. But this was 
happening to hundreds. 

“The phone calls—there 
hundred one day—bother me, of course.” 
Mrs. Sand said. “Especially late at night. 
1 begin to wonder then about the people 
who own those faceless voices. But it 

troubles me more than it frightens. I feel 
great pity for them; one must be wretched 
to care that much about the color of one’s 
skin.” 

Save Our Schools now has 1.600 mem- 
bers. It was patterned after HOPE (Help 
Our Public Education), which is Georgia’s 
organization to keep the public schools 
opened. 

“We are trying by giving facts to the 
citizens to persuade them that closing the 
schools will be disastrous to our com- 
munity. Not only in terms of education, 
but in terms of business and social wel- 
fare and the general moral health of the 
community. 

“We studied the story of 
Nashville, where desegregation has taken 
place rather quietly. We noted the ab- 
sence of demagoguery in that city. We 
studied the near failure of Clinton, Ten- 
nessee, and all the factors of outside 
troublemakers that were involved. We 
studied Little Rock, Louisville, Washing- 
ton, Charlotte—the successes and the fail- 
ures. Then we wrote leaflets. A group of 
teen-age boys from various church groups 
distributed thousands of them throughout 
the city.” 

But when feelings are already high, 
facts tend to be disregarded. Mrs. Sand 
does not feel, however, that the work of 
SOS has been wasted; on the contrary, 
she thinks it has had a potent educational 
effect on many and that its usefulness and 
influence will grow. But, she says quietly, 
“we should have started earlier.” 

This sense of starting too late crept 
into conversation after conversation. New 
Orleans as a city, as a community, had 
not started in time to arouse public opin- 
ion. Not enough people had been willing 
to step out and be counted. If there had 

were two 
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been more, the city might have been 
moved to provide more security for the 
parents involved in the desegregation. 
“Those women didn't have to be left there 
on the street howling like hyenas,” one 
woman remarked. “If they had been 
Negro women, they would have been swept 
olf that street in half an hour.” 

Driving back to my home in Georgia. 
I thought of what Mrs. Moise Cahn had 

said in speaking of New Orleans’ painful 
ordeal. “A new excellence may come out 
of the crisis.” she said, “if we think 
clearly and see it as the moral issue it is.” 

It seemed to me | had already seen 
the beginning of this new excellence in 
New Orleans. And | have seen it else- 
where. One cannot minimize the mobs 
and the violence, for they are an ugly 
and dangerous part of the picture; nor can 
one brush off the power of politicians and 
racial gangsters. And there is still too 
much silence, too much lethargy among 
responsible citizens and news media and 
state and city officials, too little aware- 
ness of the world situation. 

Nevertheless, something is beginning 
to happen. Minds are waking up, asking 
clearer, sharper questions; and there is a 
poignant new willingness to suffer for 
what is right among young students and, 
indeed, a new courage among many of 
their elders. 

The women | spoke to in New Orleans 
had been trained since babyhood to be- 
lieve that segregation is right: trained by 
family, playmates, school, church, news- 
papers and the color signs overhead. To 
throw off such training requires courage 
and willingness to suffer—to suffer not 
only the criticism and threats of others 
but the pangs, the deep pains, that come 
to anyone who tears herself from old 
bonds. As one of these women put it, “I 
feel at times as if I am betraying the 
teachings of a beloved mother: it hurts to 
do this; one’s mind frees itself before 
one’s heart will follow. The old mem- 
ories of childhood, so sweet and good, 
and so terrible too, are not easy to set to 
one side.” 

Yet I felt the struggle for freedom in 
the hearts of these women, as if they 
were hoping to throw off an old burden 
and were thinking and feeling deeply and 
honestly—for the first time, some of them 
-~—about human relations. 

Bu is it enough—this new excellence, 
this new courage? Not at this moment, no. 
There is no doubt about it: it is just not 
enough to offset the powerful economic 
and political racists who, for reasons per- 
haps unknown to themselves, are stub- 
bornly resisting both the moral and the 
federal law. 

But if minds keep asking the hard 
questions, if parents keep insisting that 
their children must not be used as polit- 
ical pawns, if responsible citizens and 
responsible newspapers will take a bold 
moral stand and if our country’s leaders 
will throw their prestige on the side of 
human rights and the basic law of the 
land, then perhaps the inevitable change 
can take place without our paying the 
price of serious injury to our children. 

The change is inevitable: how it 
comes, whether it shows its destructive or 
its creative face, is directly up to each 
one of us. ... THE Enp 

Magazine May 1961 
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What Your Dentist 

Should Charge 

(Continued from page 37) 

(pictures of all the teeth, including the 
gums and bone tissue) usually costs $10 to 

$15, and single films cost a dollar or two 

each. 
Prophylaxis. 

ing” obscures the importance ol this pro- 

cedure: much than cleaning is 

involved. Tartar. a hard substance. forms 

on most teeth. and unless it is regularly 

periodontia, or 

tooth loss. 

The term “teeth clean- 

more 

removed, can lead to 

‘pyorrhea.” a major 
[he dentistry commission says prophylax- 

is is essential to preventive dentistry, but 
adds that the number of dentists who will 

do a thorough job of it is “steadily de- 

cause ot 

clining.” 

If the prophylaxis charge is not in- 

cluded in an initial examination fee, it is 
generally $4 to 86. In the West and 
Southwest a S7 maximum is not unusual. 

Fluoridation. Although researchers 

have not vet able to determine 
exactly what causes decay. they do know 

that one of the big troublemakers is sugar 
bacteria turn the sugar into acids that 

are destructive to tooth enamel. Two of 
the best ways to cut down decay in chil- 
dren’s teeth are to put limits on the 
amount of sweets they eat and to encour- 

age toothbrushing or mouth rinsing after 
eating. But even if these precautions are 

not followed scrupulously, a child’s teeth 

will be protected against decay if the 

water he drinks daily is fluoridated. In 
places where the local water supply is 
fluoridated, the dentistry commission says. 
decay “has been reduced by at least 50 
per cent, in some places by nearly 60 per 
cent.” The commission is “totally unim- 

pressed” by claims that fluoridation is 
dangerous or “immoral.” 

Opposition, however. has blocked 
fluoridation for millions. Where it is not 
available dental authorities recommend 
the application of a fluoride solution to 
children’s teeth (topical fluoridation) 
three or four times a year. 

The range of fees for four fluoride 
treatments is broad. While many dentists 
charge as little as $12 to $16, the most 
common fee seems to be 820. 

been 

Preventive measures may seem costly 

they are the best insurance 

These can be stagger- 
to you, but 

against repair costs. 
ing, especially if several members of a 
family need extensive work. 

Here are the fees most dentists charge 

for corrective procedures that almost all 
of us require at one time or another: 

Fillings. The most common fillings 
are silver amalgam, gold and silicate (also 
called synthetic porcelain), and each is 
used for a different purpose. 

Amalgam is usually used in back 
teeth when one surface needs filling. It 
is used for two-surface fillings too if 

enough tooth is left to support it. Amal- 
gam won't last as long as gold (five or 
six years, perhaps. compared to decades 

for gold) .and it is more brittle, but many 
dentists will use amalgam, even to rebuild 
a badly damaged tooth, if a patient can- 
not afford gold. These dentists feel it is 
better to have teeth in working condition 
than to have them neglected altogether 
because of financial straits. The moral: 
Don’t be shy about discussing finances 
with your dentist or about asking him if 
he can substitute a less expensive pro- 
cedure. 

Gold is unquestionably an excellent 
material for repairing teeth. Gold fillings 
are usually inlays, which are cast from a 
pattern to fill a two- or three-surface 
cavity. Gold “wears with a tooth,” rarely 
chips under the stress of biting and is 
durable—gold fillings can last a lifetime. 

For cosmetic reasons and despite its 
relative brittleness, front-tooth cavities are 
usually filled with synthetic porcelain, 
which is mixed from powders to match the 
shade of the tooth being repaired. Before 
using a synthetic filling the dentist lines 
the prepared cavity with a cement or 
varnish to protect the tooth from acids 
formed by the material: an unlined tooth 
can be killed by these acids. 

The major factor affecting the price 
of a filling is the type used. For amalgam 
in a one-surface filling dentists usually 
charge from a low of $3 or $4 in Vermont 
to $8 in the West ($9 in Alaska). The 
fee you are most likely to encounter is $5. 

For gold most dentists charge $18 to 
$20 for a one-surface filling. When two 
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or more surfaces are involved the usual 

range rises to $30 to $40, although in 
Colorado it is $45 to $75. 

Synthetic porcelain fillings 
cost $7 or $8. 

Pulp capping. Beneath the enamel 
and dentine layers of our teeth lies the 
pulp, which contains the nerves and blood 
vessels that give a tooth life. If decay 
infects the pulp, a tooth becomes difficult 
to repair. Dentists try to save it by 
“capping” or medicating the pulp before 
filling the cavity. Frequently the pulp will 
heal; then a new laver of protective den- 
tine forms over it. 

After capping a pulp a dentist usually 
inserts a temporary filling in the tooth 
and waits a month or two before making 
a permanent filling. Some patients inter- 
pret this action as stalling to create more 
visits. But the dentist has good reason 
for delay: he wants to see whether the 
tooth will recover or continue to degener- 
ate. Moreover. since the tooth is less sen- 

usually 

sitive after the pulp has partially re- 
covered, a lot of pain is eliminated. 

The charge for pulp capping is usual- 
ly $5 or $6; the fee for the filling is extra. 

Root-canal therapy. If decay harms 
a pulp beyond recovery or capping fails 
to save it, the dentist often tries to retain 
a tooth for chewing purposes and to pre- 
vent adjacent teeth from loosening. To do 
this he will go into the root with instru- 
ments and remove the pulp altogether. 

A root-canal job usually takes several 
visits, and even with an anesthetic can 
be highly uncomfortable. Most dentists 
charge $35 to $45, although $75 and even 
$100 are not extraordinary prices if a 
tooth is difficult to reach and to work in. 

Extractions. The fee for a simple 
extraction is usually $4 or $5, although it 
is often $3 in the South and $6 to $7 in 
California, Alaska and the District of 
Columbia. If a general anesthetic is used 
instead of a local, the additional charge 
will usually be $10. 

\ tooth that is impacted—jammed 
between neighbors or otherwise difficult 
to dislodge—can be very time-consuming 
for a dentist. The fee then varies from 
$15 to $25, but it can go higher if the case 
is especially complicated. 

Crowns. When a back tooth is so 
badly broken down that fillings will not 
hold. it is usually crowned with a cast-gold 
jacket. Baked porcelain jackets are used 
for front teeth, although sometimes the 
back of the tooth, which cannot be seen, 
will also be made of gold. (The terms 
“crown” and “jacket” are used inter- 
changeably.) 

The dentist files down the surface of 
a tooth to fit a jacket over it. He then 
makes a pattern from which the crown is 
cast, and often he will cover the tooth 
temporarily while laboratory work and 
fitting are going on. 

The cost of gold crowns varies from 
$25 to $75. but the most common charge 
is $40 to $50. A porcelain crown may 
sometimes cost as little as $50, but the 
usual range is $60 to $75. 

Bridgework. Bridges and dentures 
are not the same: a bridge is usually 
permanent and a denture is removable. 
Furthermore, a bridge usually takes the 
place of one or several teeth, and a den- 
ture, or “plate.” may replace all the teeth. 

The cost of bridgework is calculated 
in units—each artificial tooth the bridge 
contains is counted as one unit and so is 
each tooth to which the bridge is 
anchored. The charge is usually $35 to 
$50 «a unit, or $105 to $150 for a bridge 
with one artificial tooth. But here the 
choice of dentists may be particularly im- 
portant: it is not unusual to be charged 
$75 to $100 a unit, or double the average 
price. 

Dentures. The difference in cost be- 
tween complete and partial dentures is 
not great, since most of the same design, 
laboratory work and fitting must be done 
in both cases. Most dentists base their 
fee on the condition of the mouth, which 
determines the work and time to be ex- 
pended. Others use one flat price, assum- 
ing that differences will average out. 

Price variations for partial dentures 
are startlingly wide—from $75 to $175, 
with fees falling everywhere between. The 
same is true of full dentures, although 
$125 to $150 may be considered normal. 
(Since the price of both bridges and den- 



tures is high to start with, differences that 
depend on the region of the country and 
similar factors are especially  pro- 
nounced.) 

Almost all general dental practition- 
ers perform preventive and _ corrective 
work, but in recent years dentistry has 
sprouted several specialties, and they are 
particularly expensive. 

Periodontics. One rapidly growing 
dental specialty is periodontics, the treat- 
ment of gum diseases. When tartar is not 
removed from teeth it often travels below 
the gumline and along the roots, gradually 
separating them from the tissues that bind 
them to the jaw. If this condition is not 
treated, the affected teeth will loosen and 
eventually drop out. 

Treatment may require several spe- 
cialized skills. Some periodontists insert 
instruments between gum and teeth, while 
others strip the gum away surgically to 
reach the roots. Depending on the sever- 
ity of your condition, you could need 
weekly treatments for six months or 
longer. 

When a general practitioner treats 
simple periodontia the fee is usually $8 to 
$10 a visit. When complicated periodon- 
tia is treated by a specialist the fee is 
usually flat and ranges from $300 upward. 

Orthodontics. The specialty of 
straightening and adjusting teeth is grow- 
ing rapidly. Some adults need orthodon- 
tic work, but most patients by far are 
children. Your child may need braces to 
make room for a crowded descending 
tooth or to straighten crooked teeth that 

may lead to buck teeth or other disfigure- 
ment. 

Orthodontists’ fees are usually flat 
and are based on time, number of visits 
and appliances required. Since treatment 
usually takes at least a year and often 
much longer, it is rare for a fee to fall 
below $400 or $500, not unusual for it to 
be between $800 and $1,000 and not ex- 
traordinary for it to reach $1,200 or more. 

You can usually make a down pay- 
ment and pay the balance monthly during 
treatment, but if the fee still presents a 
problem, it is worth keeping in mind that 
most of an orthodontist’s patients come in 
after school. If your child can see him 
during the slack morning hours, he may 
adjust the fee downward—and your child's 
education won't suffer much if he misses 
only an occasional study hall or recreation 
period. 

If your family consists of two adults 

and two children, your annual bill for 
basic preventive care will run somewhere 
in the neighborhood of $100. If any 
member of the family needs corrective 
work, the bill can run considerably higher. 
Will such fees create a hardship for you? 
Has the dental profession made any pro- 
visions for easing the burden? 

Although patients on the welfare rolls 
receive care provided for by state and 
local health departments, there are few 
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A brighter trend lies in the develop- 
ment of dental insurance plans, the number 
of which is small but growing. Most of 
these plans are sponsored by unions and 
benefit only their members. but some 
community-wide plans exist too. These 
are “group” arrangements that people 
working for a firm all join. Here is how 

one of the pioneer plans. New York City’s 
Group Health Dental Insurance. Incorpo- 
rated, works: 

Regardless of the number of your 
children, your family pays a monthly 
premium of $4, for which it receives 
allowances toward bills for such basic 
services as X rays. prophylaxis, fillings, 
inlays, gold crowns and extractions. The 
allowance usually covers the bill or comes 
close to it. If the family enrolls before 
its children are six, each of the children is 
entitled to a maximum of $4105 worth of 
orthodontic work. 

If higher premiums are paid. the 
family is covered for the above work plus 
part of the cost of such special services as 
dentures, bridgework and root-canal work. 

In addition, some dental 

have set up “dental service corporations” 

through which groups can buy prepaid 
care. These corporations operate the same 
way group insurance companies do, but 
thus far they are functioning only in Cali- 
fornia, Oregon, Washington and Rhode 
Island: and organized dentistry has been 
criticized by former Surgeon General 
Leroy E. Burney for “lagging” in the 
establishment of group-care plans. 

The development of these plans is 
important, of course, to people who wish 

societies 

Smoother because . . . 

No 
gar 

to Add 
Eagle Brand 
French Fudge 

to join, but they also offer an advantage 
to nonmembers. These groups will even- 
tually gather a huge volume of fee statis- 
tics indicating average prices for various 
procedures and making it easier for un- 
reasonable fees to be recognized. 

Meanwhile, patients can protect their 
pocketbooks by overcoming their embar- 
rassment about discussing fees in advance. 
When a dentist's estimate is likely to run 
into more money than you can afford, 
there is no reason not to speak frankly 
with him—-particularly since over a fourth 
of all dentists vary their fees according to 
patients income and ability to pay. 

“It's patients, not dentists, who are 
embarrassed,” says an official of a dental 
insurance plan. “Dentists don’t mind dis- 
cussing fees. They'd rather have a clear 
understanding and reduce the chances of 
not being paid later.” 

Nor. in view of the startlingly wide 
price ranges that exist, is there any reason 
a patient should not consult another den- 
tist if he feels an estimate is too high, or 
at least ask his own dentist whether or not 
the work could be done adequately and 
more cheaply if different materials were 
used. 

Most important of all is to keep in 
mind that the real savings in dentistry 
come through prevention. A small an- 
nual expenditure of time and money each 
year for X rays, prophylaxis and fluorida- 
tion treatments (when necessary) will do 
away with much of the need for costly 
corrective dentistry. It is far cheaper and 
easier to avoid dental trouble than to suf- 
fer with it and pay for it. ... THe Enp 
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Brand. It’s a blend of milk and 
sugar pre-cooked to rich smooth- 
ness. So it makes fudge creamier. 

1 package (6 oz.) semi-sweet chocolate pieces 

14 cup PLUS | tablespoon Eagle Brand 

Sweetened Condensed Milk 

> 

QOtE BRay, orn. ® 

S'\ = PZ Borden's 

Very Big 

On Fiavor 
Pinch of salt - 1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract 

3 tablespoons ground nut meats 

Heat chocolate in double boiler top over 

¢ ter peweenimmhdteatagane ons ten wenn 
| FREE! 

| «79 Magic Recipes’’ Booklet. 

28 pages of exciting cakes, pies, fast-boiling water, stirring until just 

melted. Remove from heat. Add Eagle 
Brand, salt, vanilla, nuts. Stir until 

smooth. Turn into wax paper-lined con- 

tainer and press into block one inch high. 
Chill in refrigerator until firm, about 2 

low-cost facilities available to the family 
that is financially pinched. 

Many state dental societies have re- 
sponded to this problem by arranging for 
patients to borrow money at local banks. 
The dentist gets cash and the patient re- 
pays his loan in monthly installments. 
But the interest on such loans merely adds 
to an overburdened family’s costs. 

| candies, puddings using Eagle 
Brand. Write: The Borden Co., 

| Dept. RB-51, Box 171, N.Y. 46, N.Y. 

| Name 

. Address. 

hours. Makes 42 pound of smooth, deli- | 

cious fudge thanks to Eagle Brand. 
City. 
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his evenings planning and charting. We 
decide approximately where we want to 
vo and for how long: then we let the 

\AA Travel Service map the route in 
detail. for which there is no charge to 

\AA members. My husband's depart- 
nent also includes buying the equipment 
later and packing the car. And that’s a 

Evervthing the family will need 

for two weeks must be neatly crammed 

into the trunk. It took our family packer 
several trials and errors on our first few 

rips, but he soon became an expert. We 

ilso learned the camper’s rule of thumb 

or forgotten think of it 

hefore you've gone five miles, go back and 

et it. Otherwise make do without it. 

From a woman's point of view camp- 

real art. 

items: If vou 

ing is not as rugged or primitive as most 

people think. Easy-to-use equipment and 

i wide variety of convenient foods make 

Gone is the standard 

Our meals 

The main 

ooking a cinch, 

baked-beans-and-bacon dinner. 

n camp rival those at home. 
ilifference is the absence of an oven. but 

ny two-burner camp stove serves me as 
range at home. 

a camping 
well as my electri 

Like any other part of 
rip. cooking a meal can become an un- 

many hours 

found us driving 

reaches of the huge 

eastern 

expected challenge. Once, 

whind schedule. night 

wross the lonely 

reservation in 

grumbling stomachs 

motel within a hun- 
Then | remembered an old 

\rmy trick of my husband's, and | deli- 
ately balanced six cans of soup and hash 
m the manifold of the engine. Ten miles 

1! driving heated our dinner, and we ate 
vy the side of the road in the quiet Ari- 

Indian 

| ive 

\avaho 

\rizona. 
| md no campsite or 

re dl miles! 

ona night. 

\l, department includes tasks simi- 

home, but fewer. 

many lists 

to those | have at 

first duty is to make out 

of things we'll need. | write down every- 

thing that we should pack, 
make. Since | am also the meal planner, 
shopper, keeper of the portable icebox, 
wardrobe launderet and navi- 

itor, my lists make things easier for me 

buy. do or 

mistress, 

ind tor everyone else. 

My first pre-camp job is planning the 

clothing. We each have a small canvas 

bag. and everyone has a different 

Each bag holds 

four pairs of 

Zipper 

plaid for identification. 
three sets of underwear. 

ocks, 

(dark colors to hide the spills), two or 

three pairs of shorts, blue jeans or slacks, 

warm pajamas, three or four shirts 

1 pair of sturdy shoes for walking and a 
pair of sneakers. This still leaves room 

or personal items, stationery and sou- 
venirs. 

Drip-dry clothing is a boon to trav- 
elers, and we always start our trips in 
matching drip-dry shirts, dark shorts and 
sandals. In addition to the personal bags, 

we take a family beach bag to hold bath- 
ing suits and other swimming needs. An- 
other bag contains all rain gear—rubbers, 
boots and raincoats. (Plastic raincoats 
that fold into their own envelopes are 
fine space-savers.) Rain gear is most 
important, since it’s hard to dry wet 
clothing in camp and messy to pack it. 

A third small bag, to be brought out 
in cold weather, holds sweaters or jackets 
for everybody, If you are planning a 
“dress-up” stop, you will want to include 
one wrinkle-free outfit apiece, but keep 
your clothing list short. It's easy to use 
up needed space with needless clothing. 

A fourth family bag holds toilet ar- 
ticles, small hand towels, washcloths and 

don’t forget this—a small, unbreakable 
mirror. 

Our last bag is empty when we start 
out. Before long it’s filled with soiled 
clothes. Then we stop at one of the coin 
laundries that can be found from coast to 
coast. I do the smaller items in camp. 

Don’t forget the first-aid kit: and 
make sure it contains, in addition to the 
regular items, burn and insect-bite oint- 

ment, aspirin and adhesive bandages. 
Everyone in the family who owns a 

camera takes it along. We also enjoy 
our portable radio in the tent at night, and 
find it useful in the morning for getting 
weather reports, a major factor during a 
camping vacation. 

Rainy days, however, need not be 
lost ones. Everywhere there are museums, 
factories, universities, libraries, planetar- 
iums, aquariums and historic buildings to 
visit. We explored the famous “Yard” 
at Harvard during one downpour and took 

a fascinating tour of a frozen-food fac- 
tory on another rainy day. Music is 
particularly satisfying when it rains; we 
have a few budding musicians in our 
family, and a good songfest brightens a 
rainy day for us. An infinite variety of 
games also passes the time happily. In 
short, we never allow the rain to keep us 
from our pursuit of vacation happiness. 

The only other fly in the ointment for 
campers comes from the insect world and 
in several species, particularly gnats, mos- 
quitoes and deerflies. Don’t leave home 
without an abundant supply of insect re- 
pellent, both the spray type for your tent 
and the type you apply directly to your 
skin. There is a rollicking little game we 
play on the way home from every trip, 
despite our best efforts—counting to see 

who has the most bites. 

P 
reparing meals for hungry 

is the most important duty of the lady of 
the tent, and with a minimum of equip- 
ment the cook’s job can be easy. A two- 
burner gasoline stove (50 cents’ worth of 

white gas lasts about two weeks) and a 
portable icebox (filled every other day 
with a 25-cent chunk of ice) are probably 
the only major cooking equipment you 
will have to buy. You can use pots and 
pans from home, but you may wish to 
invest in a space-saving cook kit. The 
kit should include an eight-, four- and two- 
quart pot, a coffeepot, a 12- and a nine- 
inch frying pan, all with lids, and four 
cups and plates (additions can be bought 
as needed). The entire kit is made of 
aluminum and nests into the largest ket- 
tle: the tableware tucks inside. We also 
have individual utensil kits containing 

campers 

a knife, spoon and fork in a plastic case, 
a convenience that costs about 70 cents. 

A wooden crate serves as a cupboard 
for staples and nonrefrigerated foods; 
mine has a door to keep out hungry little 
wildlife. The rest of my cooking supplies 
go into a large basket. 

In addition to the major cooking 
items I use the following list of tent- 
keeping equipment. The list is the result 
of much camp-tested experience, and | 
wouldn't move without every item. 

¢ Shoebag to hang on a tree or tentpole 
near the cooking area for storing cook- 
ing utensils. 
Plastic dishpan, a detergent and dish- 
cloth or sponge. 
Rubber dish scraper, a boon 
working with limited hot water. 
Small plastic containers with tight- 
fitting covers, for storing leftovers or 
keeping foods dry in the icebox. 
Clothesline and clothespins for drying 
bathing suits, towels and laundry. 
Wooden or plastic hangers for drip- 
dry garments. 
Small charcoal stove and charcoal, 
since some foods taste better cooked 
this way. (Nice to have, but optional.) 
Plastic tablecloth. 
Small wooden cutting board—a great 
convenience, and it saves the plastic 
tablecloth. 
Pail for hauling water. Ours is can- 
vas and collapsible and has a pouring 
spout. 

Plastic juice container with a lid, for 
beverages and for mixing pancake 
batter, scrambled eggs and the like. 
Airtight plastic bags to keep food fresh, 
dry and insectproof. 
Kitchen matches in a waterproof con- 
tainer. 
Steel wool for cleaning pots. Be sure 
to rub the outsides of pans with soap 
when cooking over charcoal or wood 
fires—they ll clean more easily. 
Can opener. 
Cook mitts or pot holders, the same 
ones that you use at home. 
Heatproof plastic cups. Metal ones 
that come with the cook kits are un- 
touchable when filled with hot liquid. 
Tongs for fireplace cooking. 
Scissors—they’re always needed. 
Funnel for stove and lantern fuel. 
Plastic cover-all sheet. A thin sheet 
will enable you to cover all kitchen 
equipment and leave your table as is, 
protected from rain and flies. 
Toaster. Ours is the old-fashioned 
kind that stands on a stove burner. It 
toasts four slices at once, is collapsible 
and costs about 40 cents. 
Large vacuum bottle for coffee made 
the night before, to keep it hot until 
you wake up in the cold early morning. 
\ second vacuum bottle for cold drinks 
in the car. 
Kitchen lantern and batteries. You 
can’t cook in the dark, and sometimes, 
despite best-laid plans, that’s when din- 
ner is prepared. 
Utensil basket containing spatula, small 
paring knife, large sharp knife, long- 
handled wooden spoon and fork, toilet 
paper, aluminum foil and paper towels. 
[ use paper towels for everything— 
napkins, place mats, dish towels, ete. 
A word about aluminum foil: It’s a 
real help for a camping cook. If you 

when 



are lacking the proper dish, bowl, pan 
or other container, shape one from 
heavy-duty foil. Foil cooking in the 
coals gives food a delicious flavor and 
there are no pans to wash. 

With your family’s tastes in mind, 
take along your seasonings and spices. 
They pack easily, and with them your 
meals can range from ordinary cooking to 
any type of barbecue or kebob or foil 
cuisine. Staples should include skim milk 
powder, which is invaluable. Use it for 
cooking and for stretching the fresh milk 
when either the milk or ice supply is low. 
You'll also think that instant coffee and 
instant hot cereal were invented by and 
for campers. Biscuit and pancake mixes 
are practical, since they can be used in a 
wide variety of ways: I've made wonderful 
biscuits in a covered frying pan. Take 
along sugar and cooking oil in plastic con- 
tainers with tight lids. The same applies 
for teabags, jams, spices and condiments. 
Naturally the list must be adapted to the 
individual family. 

Fresh meats and vegetables are 
bought en route, and part of the fun is 
in taking advantage of local seasonal 
produce, which is always first-rate and 
usually reasonable. Don’t forget to save 
paper bags for garbage and litter. 
Campers are known for being clean and 
tidy. 

The general camping equipment is my 
husband's responsibility, and includes: a 
tent with stakes and ropes, air mattresses 
and a pump for inflating them, sleeping 
bags or bedrolls, smali pillows (keep 
one or two in the car for naps), a camp 

lantern, a metal container for lantern and 
stove fuel, an extra tarpaulin for cooking 
and eating under on rainy or hot days, 
flashlights and batteries, a whisk broom 
for daily brushing of tent and car, a small 
folding shovel (Army surplus), wire, tape, 

lots of rope and tools. ‘The tools should 
include a claw hammer, hatchet, pliers, 
wire cutters, two screwdrivers (regular 
and Phillips-head) and nails. A bag to 
hold the tent stakes and poles is a great 
convenience. If you don’t own a station 
wagon, you'll need a car-top rack for 
carrying the larger equipment. 

When you set up camp make sure 
you arrange for a cooking area, an eating 
area and a dishwashing area—all near 
each other and yet far enough from tent 
stakes and ropes to avoid tripping. 

Choosing the place to set up your 
camp is part of the thrill of a camping 
vacation. I[t should be, of course, in the 
center of the area you want to explore. 
We have bedded down within ten feet of 
the Pacific at San Simeon State Park in 
California, and equally close to the Atlan- 
tic on Mount Desert Isle, off the coast of 
Maine. We've camped high on a windy 
hill on Cape Ann, Massachusetts, and on 
the plateau near the edge of Bryce Canyon 
in Utah. Once we picked what seemed to 
be a delightful campsite on Cape Cod; it 
had everything and was near everything. 
Too near. Promptly at five o'clock in the 
morning pilots from nearby Otis Air Force 
Base whooshed their jets a couple of hun- 
dred feet over our tent as they started the 
day’s training. All five of us jumped out 
of our sleeping bags convinced that Arma- 
geddon had come at last. 

Redbook Magazine May 1961 

A vital tip: Arrive at your chosen 
campsite as early in the day as you can. | 
Camps fill up early and you may have to | 
move on to a second choice. 

Don’t worry about how the children | 
will do as tiavelers. They'll do fine, and 
so will you, by using a few tricks to make | 
the car comfortable for everyone. Keep | 
the back seat clear of everything except the 
children and their effects. Keep on hand | 
a supply of cold, fresh water and paper | 
cups. (You can also take soft drink 
powders or tablets that make a “soda” | 
out of water.) Dried fruit and nuts and | 
cookies answer the frequent call of hungry | 
children. 

We cover the back of our front seat | 
with a large shoebag. Each child has his 
own pocket, stocked in advance with favor- 
ite toys and books. One pocket holds 
the journal in which our older son keeps 
a record of mileage and expenses; another 
holds the diary kept by our daughter. 
Custom-built pockets also accommodate 
whisk broom and flashlight and a cookie- 
sheet for each child’s lap that allows him | 
to write or draw and also makes for easy | 
in-car eating. 

Oe of course, is the source of 
much of the fun on a camping trip. We 
have spent many wonderful summers mak- 
ing sight-seeing jaunts—using our tent as 
home base. 

In California we were able to spend 
only one day at Disneyland, but the | 
whole family enjoyed every minute of the | 
12 fun-filled hours. 

The glorious August afternoon we | 
spent hiking along the Flume in Franconia 
Notch, New Hampshire, remains one of | 
our sweeter memories. 

We will never forget touring the 
Thousand Islands of the St. Lawrence | 
River in a sight-seeing boat, or the thrill | 
as, swathed in oilskins, we went deep 
behind Niagara Falls and watched that 
magnificent cascade come crashing down 
over our heads. 

And we shall all remember the snow- 
ball fight in July atop Pikes Peak, the 
36 -bears we saw in one day at Yellow- 
stone National Park and the speed with | 
which the windows were closed when a | 
large bruin ambled over to our car to| 
investigate us. | 

The tours and talks by the National | 
Park rangers are always enjoyable and 
informative. And the smell of wood | 
smoke never fails to remind us of camp- | 
fires, of sitting on split-log benches, sing- | 
ing camp songs or watching color films | 
that explained the flora and fauna around 
us. 

Lobsters boiled on our campfire in | 
Maine, the long minutes spent gazing 
at Mount Rushmore’s heroic foursome, the | 
magnificent Rockies, the swift Gunnison 
River (the dear, sweet Gunnison that we 
kept pouring into our radiator up and 
down the mountains)—all add up to 
wonderful memories. 

Ready to pitch your tent this sum- 
mer? Here is one more tip: Rent or 
borrow equipment until you are sure you 
like camping as much as millions of us 
do. You can always add to your equip- 
ment, piece by piece, as you join the 
increasing army of young families enjoy- 
ing the relaxed, fascinating and friendly 
world of camping. ... THe Enp 

You'll like it so much... ! 
You'll come 
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Last Time 

I Almost 

Saw Paris 

(Continued from page 42) 

determined chin. He made her feel as 

precious as Princess Grace. although she 
was only a small-sized, brown-haired 

girl, gentle, dreamy and sometimes a little 

spoiled. 

They pack 

side of a mountain and stayed overnight: 

they swam after dark in the eerily lighted 

fished for and cut 

threats. All of it was 

But still. there 

Margie longed for 

blue Pacific 

foam that trails a cruising ship. 

went on a irip up the 

pool: thes brownies 

fun. 

were moments when 

the gentle roll of the 

wake ol Ocean. the swirling 

rf you could have steered him to my 

darling travel Aunt “Rene 

ifterward. crossing her fat little knees to 

make a pedestal for her teacup, “Tl could 

agent. said 

have done the rest!” 

Aunt “Rene 
relative, a plump. 

She might have been dumpy. frowzy, em 

bittered. a dreadful bore: instead she was 
cle lighted with 

She 

Margie’s 

middle-aged 

Was favorite 

1) idow 

merry 

herself 

made the 

as Christmas bells. 

and the world in general 

most of her size forty-four. 

favoring cozy fur stoles and flowered bro 

tucking her plump little feet into 
Whenever she 

had time she toddled about doing hospital 

cades, 

fancy high-heeled slippers. 

vork and collecting clothes for rummage 

sales: in the evenings she plaved the piano 

as far as her short. round 

stretch, but never anything sad. She had 

fingers would 

a passion for trains and ships and distant 
places. In fact. she had missed Margie’s 

wedding—-she had been 

Bangkok Saigon that 

course. it helped that she happened to be 

busy exploring 

and spring (i 

quite ri h. 

When Kevin and Margie were settled 

in their” three-room they in 

(unt 

handsome 

apartment 

"Rene to dinner, 

eutwork linen she'd 

them from Madeira. Afterward they gave 

her a new leather carrying case for het 

camera (Kevin had got it at a discount). 

for she was sailing the following week for 

Norway. 

“Traveling s something you grow ad 

Aunt “And 
remember—-if gets 

vited using the 

brought 

"Rene declared. 

just you Kevin 

any time off. you go see my darling travel 

dicted to.” 

ever 

ent.” She gave them his card 

4 month or two later. when Margie 

was downtown one day, she passed a plate 

glass window that bore the gold-lettered 

name of the agency her aunt had recom- 

mended. She paused to study the vivid 
posters within, and her glance was caught 

by an ad for the S.S. Lurline, plying the 
route to Hawaii. She felt a twinge of 
longing and went inside. She told 

that Aunt “Rene’s “darling agent” had 
heen replaced by a Mr. Sprague from the 
Los Angeles ofhice. 

Mr. Sprague was a ruddy-faced, ro- 
tund man, firmly affixed to the high stool 

was 

upon which he sat behind the counter. 
He took a magnanimous view of his occu- 
pation, assuming that anybody's boss can 
he coaxed into extra vacations, that the 
world can be spanned for a matter of 
pocket change and that no one ever gets 
seasick or loses his luggage. He had not 
yet become acquainted with Aunt ‘Rene. 
hut he sent Margie off happily clutching a 

fistful of travel folders and the address 
of a concern that would finance one’s 
fun on a_ pay-later basis. 

Thu. Margie embarked on a gentle 

current of daydreams which gathered brisk 
momentum and soon occupied the greater 
part of her leisure time, 

\, first she showed a few of the steam- 

ship folders to Kevin. 

“Now, darling. look at these! There's 

quite a difference between the United 

States and the America.” she explained. 
“The United States is faster. you know. 

but on the America we'd have an extra 
day at sea. They both have fabulous ap 

pointments. ...” 
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You'll Need REDBOOK 

More Than Ever! 

Repsoeok wants to help you and wel 

come you promptly in your wonderful 

new home. To be sure we can do this, 

we must know at least 6 weeks before 

you move 

@ your old address (a recent 

REDBOOK label is best) 

@® your new address 

@®@and your new zone 

number, if any. 

Mail us a letter, postcard or a Post Office 

change of address form. Then RepBoox 

can help you find fun and fulfillment in 

your new home 

Repsook. Box 986, Dayton 1, Ohio 

Kevin's reception was cool, and Mar- 
gie could understand his practical reluc- 
tance although she deplored it. She knew 
exactly what his income was as a salesman 
for Flex-scope Camera and how many pay- 
ments they still had to make on their fur- 
niture. She also knew of his plans to use 
next summer's two-week vacation to bone 

up on Principles of Management at the 
university. So she had the good taste to 
withdraw her long-range plans from their 
daily conversation. 

However, she saw no harm in private- 
ly exploring the field with an eye to the 

future. When the time and the money 
eventually appeared, Kevin would be glad 
she knew how to use it. He never noticed 
the coffee can she kept on her bureau be- 
hind their wedding picture, into which she 

plunked quarters and fifty-cent pieces with 
regularity. 

Not that Margie was discontented 
where she was: most of the time she was 

wonderfully happy. She loved their apart- 
ment, from which they could see the bay 
and the tip of Sausalito. And they both 
liked their neighbors, most of whom were 
young couples like themselves. 

They played gin rummy a lot with 
Jeanne and Chris Durand, who lived up- 
stairs. The only thing about the Durands. 
they both had tempers. Jeanne was a 
pretty girl with clear blue eyes that were 
even lovelier when bathed with tears, and 
Margie was always sending her home to 
patch things up. 

“You know, it might be fun to travel 

with another couple,” Margie mused one 
morning while they were getting dressed. 

“But maybe we'd better not try it with 
Jeanne and Chris. What if they had a 
fight the day we sailed?” 

“Sailed for where?” Kevin asked ab- 

sently. He was busy shaving at the mo- 
ment: he still used a straight-edged razor. 

“Oh, anyplace!” Margie said some- 
what snappishly. 

“Its all determined by a_ balance 
mechanism in the inner ear.” Kevin mum- 
bled from the bathroom. 

“I don’t know what you're talking 
about.” Margie called 

“Me!” Kevin suddenly shouted, peer- 
ing around the doorway, bearded with 
lather. “IT get seasick!” 

“Oh.” Margie said, and her eyes 

widened in surprise. So that was the 
shameful cause of his transfer to the Pen- 
tagon during his stretch in the Navy! He 
had always refused to discuss it. “Well. 

don't worry, darling—a shakedown cruise 
on a destroyer is nothing like a voyage on 
the Queen Mary.” 

“Anywhere I have to go, I'll fly.” Kevin 
stated. and slammed the bathroom door. 

Margie glanced at the coffee can on 
her bureau and left the bedroom. “Not 
with me.” she said in a small, firm voice. 
“Not even in a helicopter.” 

ie 

ous time Margie went shopping she 
stopped in to see Mr. Sprague, and they 
became quite good friends. He always I £ J 
sent her off dazed and dreamy-eyed, sup- 
plied with hotel brochures and deck plans 

It was amazing all the Lal 

though 
of ocean liners. 
things Mr. Sprague knew, even 
he'd never been out of California. 

“Mr. Sprague says its hard to tell 
which has the finer cuisine, the Queen 
Vary or the Queen Elizabeth,” Margie re- 
flected one night over meatloaf for dinner. 
She hadn’t mentioned travel in several 
weeks. “Of course, he thinks it’s better to 
wait till we can go first class.” 

“My darling bride of ten months.” 
Kevin said, putting down his fork, “by the 
time we travel first class anywhere, the 
ships will be decommissioned.” 

“That's a defeatest attitude,” Margie 
said coldly. “It’s all a matter of long- 
range planning, Mr. Sprague says.” 

“Why doesn’t Mr. Sprague work on 
Aunt “Rene?” Kevin asked. “There must 
be someplace where she’s never been.” 



“He is working on her,” Margie ad- 
mitted. “He’s already planned two trips 
for her, but she didn’t like either one. 
She keeps going back. Unfortunately, she 
thinks he’s a dreadful agent because he’s 
never been anywhere. . .. Kev, I wish 
you'd just talk travel now and then.” 

“T don’t even want to think travel,” 
Kevin said. “What I’m worried about to- 
night is forty-five fifty in cash to replace a 
telephoto-lens sample I fouled up last 
week. Besides, I get seasick!” 

“You'll get over that,” Margie prom- 
ised blandly. “You know I won’t fly.” 

She sighed and got up to clear the 
table, and on her way past her husband 
she bent to kiss his cheek. 

“T can give you twenty dollars out of 
my household fund,” she said. 

™ 

Kevin did very well that winter, and 
Margie concluded that if he was some- 
times bossy at home, it was only because 
he was used to telling other people what 
to do. He handled authority so well that 
he was made Flex-scope Sales Manager for 
the whole Northwest, and he got a modest 
office in town as his headquarters. Margie 
worked three days a week as a part-time 

secretary. They were able to pay for all 
their appliances and trade in their dodder- 
ing car, and they bought a solemn-eyed 
beagle named Winsome. 

In April they celebrated their first 
anniversary with dinner in the Palm Court 
of the Palace, and afterward they parked 
on Mt. Davidson and discussed how much 
they loved each other and when they 
should start a family. 

Margie knew she could never be so 
happy again, that nothing better than this 
could happen, ever. 

But something did. 
The very next night Kevin called her 

downtown to help entertain a Mr. Metz 
from Spokane. They took him to Trader 
Vic’s, and all during the drinks served in 
cocoanut shells Margie tried to flash a 
silent message to her husband. 

When Mr. Metz excused himself be- 
tween courses, Margie could hardly con- 
trol her news. 

“Kev, Aunt "Rene has asked me to go 
to Paris with her! Next month!” 

“Paris?” Kevin repeated blankly. 
“Paris? Why?” 

“She says it’s a good place to start. 
And it’s a gift! She wants to get passage 
right to Le Havre, and, oh—” her voice 
turned swiftly solemn—‘oh, it’s awful 
making up my mind.” 

Kevin looked down at the shrimp 
cocktail the waiter had just placed before 
him and carefully rearranged a piece of 
lettuce. “Aunt “Rene’s a doll, all right,” 
he remarked stiffly. “Of course I’d love 
to have you go. But I know you 
wouldn’t.” 

“No, I guess not,” Margie agreed with 
some surprise. “It would be terrible leav- 
ing you for four whole weeks.” 

Kevin relaxed. “Not that I couldn’t 
get along by myself,” he offered bravely. 

“Well . . . it is only four weeks.” 
“I'd have to eat downtown,” he said 

defensively. “I don’t know who'd take 
care of Winsome.” 

“You'd love eating out.” 
They suddenly turned to stare at each 

other, and Margie dropped her shrimp 
fork. 
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“Kev, you don’t want me to go!” she 
gasped. 

“I think you’d really leave me!” 
Kevin said, amazed. 

At this point their dinner guest re- 
turned to the table and seated himself 
between them, and after that their conver- 
sation was strictly formal. Both Kevin 
and Margie addressed their remarks solely 
to Mr. Metz. 

On leaving the restaurant, 
helped Margie into her coat. 

“Kev, don’t you really want me to 
go?” she whispered, eyes pleading. 

“T can’t understand your wanting to,” 
Kevin replied. “We're married, remem- 
ber?” 

And there for the rest of the long, cold 
summer night the matter rested. 

The following morning their parting 
was most polite, though each one lingered 
hopefully in case the other yielded. 

Oh, I never thought he could be so 
selfish! Margie thought with chagrin. Los- 
ing me the dream of my life, just to keep 
me home! 

How could she be so selfish? Kevin 
demanded, marching angrily downhill 
toward his office. Willing to walk out as 
free as air, and only married a year! 

At noon they spoke to each other 
briefly by phone. 

“Darling, I have to decide. Mr. 
Sprague just called me. Oh, Kev, I want 
to go so much! All I need is a nudge of 
encouragement...” 

“From me?” 
“Of course from you! 

T’'ll miss.” 

Kevin 

You're the one 

“Then why would you go?” 
“Because—” she cried in exasperation 

—‘because I may never have the chance 
again! Maybe I'll never see Paris!” 

‘I am afraid you will have to decide 
for yourself,” her husband told her. “This 
is not my party.” 

She tried to hold back her tears. “If 
you really love me, you ought to be 
thrilled.” 

“I do really love you,” 

swered flatly. “That’s why | 
home.” 

He hung up the phone. 

Kevin an- 
want you 

Margie was wise enough not to drama- 
tize her decision; she simply began to get 
ready. She carefully budgeted her pur- 
chases, salvaging what she could from her 
trousseau and adding only a few acces- 
sories. She quietly took care of such de- 
tails as passport pictures and _ traveler’s 
checks and baggage tags. 

Aunt “Rene dropped in one or two 
evenings to get her started. 

“By the way, I think you're a most 
remarkable young man,” she announced 
to Kevin, who sat at his desk scowling over 
his order books. “I hesitated to offer 
Margie this trip, when you’re both so 
happy. But you have certainly proved 
you think of Margie first. You're very 
generous—you are indeed!” 

Kevin was not in the habit of talking 
back, but he noisily ground his teeth. 

“That’s the trouble with poor Mr. 
Sprague, you know.” Aunt “Rene con- 
tinued, ignoring the sound. “He had a 
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dreary wife for a while who never let him 
out of the house alone and wouldn't go 
out with him. He'll be a better agent now 
he’s free to travel.” 

Aunt “Rene, of course, was even 
busier than Margie. She had all the 

tickets and itinerary to attend to and found 
it necessary to spend a good deal of time 
at the agency. In fact, Margie saw her 
having lunch with Mr. Sprague one noon, 
dressed in her prettiest violet suit and a 
new velvet toque. Margie had never seen 
Mr. Sprague off his high counter stool be- 
fore. and he didn't look harried at all. 
He was laughing heartily over something 

Aunt “Rene was illustrating with lively 

gestures of her plump hands, and there 
wasn't a travel folder in sight. 

Margie’s excitement couldn't help 
brimming over into the evenings, and 

whether she'd bought a new soap dish o1 

folding slippers or a crease-resistant nylon 

blouse, she would laugh and hold things 
up for Kevin to see. And he would com- 
pliment her on her taste and say he hoped 

she would take good care of herself. 

| might have simply refused to let her 

go, he reasoned to himself. As Aunt ‘Rene 

it isn’t every husband who puts his 
He was begin- 

says, 
wife’s pleasure first. 

the cold breakfast coffee still in his cup. 
and Winsome sprawled in the middle of 
his unmade bed. A chilling picture. 

She took out a new plaid raincoat and 
held it up without much enthusiasm. 
“This is for walking the deck when it 
rains,” she said, and suddenly thought: 
Alone. 

“Say, that’s good-looking,” Kevin said. 
“Glad you got it.” 

“I needed a new raincoat anyway,” 
Margie said. 

, 
(radnally during the last two weeks the 
evenings had become less fun, and Margie 

displaying her purchases a little 
She didn’t know exactly what was 

wrong, because during this same _ time 
Kevin had grown more responsive, prais- 
ing each small purchase she made and 
giving her gay little pats and hugs to bless 
her journey. A trip to remember the rest 
of her life—of course she was happy! He 
was no longer simply letting her go: he 
was urging her on her way. 

The last thing Margie bought was an 
evening dress, the most extravagant dress 
she’d ever owned. Aunt ‘Rene took her to 
buy it and insisted on charging it to her 

bega n 

sadly. 

ning to think of himself as a pretty decent 
fellow. Besides. he could not help enjoy- 

ing the sparkle in Margie’s eyes, the lilt 
in her voice 

Toward the end of 

he brought home rolls 
film for her camera and wrote a letter to 
New York ordering a basket of fruit for 

the ship. “And you're not to worry about 
things here.” he assured her. “Jeanne 
Durand is coming down to take care of 

Winsome. Every day.” 
Margie thought a moment about 

Jeanne’s wide blue eyes, so frequently 
starry with tears. “I was going to ask the 
janitor,” she said. The janitor’s eyes were 
small and beady brown. 

Oh, she wasn’t worried about Jeanne, 
really, or anyone else. It was just the pic- 
ture that flas’ed through her mind: Kevin 

door at night and finding 

the second week 

several of color 

unlocking the 
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account. It was rose and silver, deeply 
shirred chiffon, graceful and flattering to 
her soft young figure. But Margie thought 
the color might be a bit too sharp, for her 
cheeks looked rather pale when she tried 
it on that night. 

“Tt’s terrific!” Kevin told her earnest- 
ly. “You're wonderful in it. No one in 
Paris can match you in that dress, I'll 
guarantee!” 

He put his arms around her and kissed 
her, trying to make up fer all his stubborn 
nonsense at first. How could any intelli- 
gent husband deny his wife an innocent 
trip to Paris? 

“Try to get some rest now,” he told 
“You're looking tired.” 

“It’s just that | had my typhoid shots 
today,” Margie said, and took off the chif- 
fon dress slowly. How can I wear it with- 
out him? she thought. How can T stand 

her. 

seeing Paris without him to share it? 
What will I ever do without kissing him 
good night? . . . Oh, poor Aunt "Rene. 
| don’t want to go! I don’t! 

Early one morning three days before 
their departure, Aunt "Rene dropped in at 
the travel agency just as Mr. Sprague was 
taking off his hat. 

“Good morning, my dear,” he said. 
“I hope you liked our dinner last night as 
much as I did. Eating at Kan’s is almost 
like being in China!” 

“Oh, I adored it!” 
sured him. “I 

Aunt “Rene as- 
never tasted such fried 

shrimp curls in my life. Except in Can- 
ton. Now, I have a problem. That 
dear little niece of mine is getting cold 
feet. Yes, I can tell! She’s upset about 
deserting her husband for so long. What 
can we do?” 

“Good heavens. 
date!” Mr. Sprague said. 
week!” 

“Yes, | know, | know.” Aunt ’Rene 

sighed. “To tell the truth, Mr. S., I don’t 
have the heart for this trip myself that | 
had in the beginning. Ill miss coming 
into the agency every day.” 

They looked at each other wistfully 

across the counter. 
“Well, thank goodness our vacations 

coincide.” Mr. Sprague said, patting her 
hand. “At least | won't be here to miss 
your Visits.” 

Aunt “Rene adjusted the triple-strand 
crystals that sparkled prettily around her 
pink throat. “After last night I can under- 
stand how Margie feels.” she confessed. 

“A month is a very long time.” 
“There's one thing [| could try 

could book you by jet!” 
“Why, that’s a splendid idea!” Aunt 

‘Rene clapped her hands. “What will the 
French Line say? Are you sure you can 
do it?” 

“It will take some string-pulling.~ 
Mr. Sprague admitted importantly, run- 
ning his hand through his hair. “Tl 
handle the French Line.” 

“You are a simply wonderful agent,” 
Aunt ‘Rene said. 

She watched admiringly while he 
made his phone calls and then she pro- 
ceeded directly to Margie’s apartment. 

Nothing, at this late 
“You sail in a 

M argie’s fever was a hundred and two. 
her vision was blurred, and she was in no 
mood to be embraced by someone in 
starched linen wearing elbow-length glove- 
and a hat made of clickety cherries. 

“My typhoid shots.” Margie mum- 
bled. “I wish | were dead.” 

“Oh, you poor lamb,” Aunt “Rene 
crooned, and gave her a gentle shove that 
seated her on the breakfast-nook bench. 
“I'll make you some tea.” 

She put on the kettle and busily 
drew off her gloves, and then she held up 
her left hand and tapped the third finger. 
“Soon Tll have a nice little diamond 
there!” she announced. 

“Aunt Rene, no! Not Mr. Sprague!” 
“Yes, indeed,” her aunt said cheer- 

fully. “We've known each other six 
months, after all, and we have absolutely 
everything in common.” 

“Well, of course... 
“The only thing is, now that I’m en- 

gaged, the quicker you and I get abroad 
and back the better, don’t you agree? 
mean. I hope you won't mind cutting down 

” 



your luggage a little, darling—we re going 
by jet!” 

Margie tried to focus her eyes but her 
head was reeling. “Jet?” she snapped. 
(How else could you speak that snappy. 
sharp little word?) “Who, me?” She be- 
gan to laugh weakly—somewhat delirious, 
no doubt, from the fever. “Aunt “Rene, 
don’t be silly! You'd have to truss me 
with six-ply cable and put me under ether. 
Don't you know I[ can’t even look out a 

second-story window?” 
Aunt “Rene stared, aghast. “But 

that’s old-fashioned!” she cried. “It’s the 
only way we can get there and back in a 
hurry.” 

Margie’s laughter trailed off into a 
wan smile. “I tell you what”—it was all 
so simple now——“take somebody else. Mr. 
Sprague, for instance. Take Mr. Sprague.” 

Aunt “Rene hesitated, flexing her 
third finger thoughtfully. “Why, | 
wouldn’t do that to you for the world!” 
She frowned indignantly. “After I prom- 
ised! I knew you didn’t care for planes, 
but you never said anything to me about 
second-story windows. It’s just that 

when you're engaged, four weeks is too 
long.” 

Margie gave her arm a comforting 
touch. “T'll tell you something. darling. 
After you're married, even two weeks is 
too long. I can’t go, Aunt “Rene. [ just 
can t—go.” 

Aunt "Rene hmphed a little as she 
made the tea and grumbled while they 
drank it, but Margie kept right on saying 

that what she really wanted to do was go 
to the seashore with Kevin. 
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Finally her aunt's voice brightened. 
“Well, no sense in long engagements at 
our age,” she decided. “We have so many 
places to go! But how will you ever see 
Paris?” 

“Kev and I will make it someday,” 
Margie said serenely. 

The rest of the day she spent huddled 
in bed, but just before dinnertime she got 
up and unpacked her luggage. All the 
reminders of her trip were erased by the 
time Kevin came home, and telling him 
was simple. He shouted and roared his 
outrage at her disappointment, but under- 
neath she sensed his secret satisfaction. 

He made her some broth and a lop- 
sided cold meat sandwich, and they sat 
together in the canopied glider in their 
small brick courtyard. 

“Imagine a honeymoon by 
Margie shuddered. 

Kevin grinned. 
travel.” 

They rocked awhile, and Margie kept 
trying to swallow the knot of fear in her 
throat. “Kev, if you took me by the hand 
I might try a plane.” she offered 
faintly. 

Kevin got up to change the record 
on the record player. 

“Somebody claims there’s a new sea- 

sickness drug that really works,” he said, 
returning. “Of course, the destroyer was 
pretty rocky. I might be willing to sail 
one way—on a good fast ship.” 

His words brought back the languor- 

jet!” 

“The only way to 

ous roll of the blue ocean and all her soft-. 

misted dreams of Paris, but she was 
strangely content in the twilight with her 
husband’s arms around her and Winsome 
stretched at their feet. In her desk there 
were stacks of travel folders among which 
she still might choose, and on her bureau 
was the coffee can marked “Travel.” 

“And I suppose once a dream comes 
true, you can’t look forward to it any 
more,” she said. 

Oh, it would be a while. There were 
plenty of budget emergencies that would 
come in between, and very likely a baby 
or two to be stayed home with for a few 
years—like eighteen or twenty. 

“Tt would be easier if you wanted to 
go someplace too,” she murmured. 

Kevin stopped the glider and sat up, 
thoughtfully rubbing his nice square Scot- 
tish chin. “There is someplace I’ve al- 
ways wanted to go,” he said distantly. 
“Edinburgh!” He even put the burr in it. 
“I don’t know why. But I think if I could 
see the Tattoo at Edinburgh Castle .. .” 

The ordinary wish had a startling 
sound in the silence. 

“You mean that?” Margie asked in a 
hushed voice. “You'll look forward with 
me?” 

“Why, sure,” Kevin said. “I tell you 
what! We'll go to Edinburgh first—and 
then to Paris. How about stopping in 
Holland on the way?” 

Margie reached to hug him. “The 
passage is always cheaper two in a room.” 

“I choose the bottom bunk!” Kevin 
said promptly. 

Margie smiled. 
said. 

Me too,” she 
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she smiled in her sleep. Marguerite. at 
seven, was a bony little sylph and quick, 
like Ridgely. The little boys, Sam and 
Bertie, going on five and four, were ami- 

able cherubs, small editions of Emma. 
Just at dawn on the first morning of 

her visit, Aunt Betty had looked out the 
window beside her bed to see the five of 

them trooping down to the lake for their 
Ridgely and little Marguerite 
while Emma and the little 

boys sleepily ambled along behind them. 
Aunt Betty thought how beautiful they 
were in the golden dawn light. 

There were other things she had to 
get used to. The children were being 
nicely brought up, as Ridgely had so often 
written her they were. They were kindly 
little people and had quiet good manners, 
all in all. But they sang at the table. 
They would sit with folded hands thrust 
between their knees, their heads tipped 
back, and rock to and fro and sing. Some- 
times they all sang a real song like “In 
the Gloaming” or “Pop Goes the Weasel.” 
More often, using a familiar tune like 
“The Bear Went Over the Mountain,” 
each would provide his own words, apropos 

of the moment’s interest. Some of their 
improvisations were startlingly clever and 
others were dreamy and rambling. 

When she spoke privately to Ridgely 
about it, he had answered: “But they are 
happy. Aunt Betty. Happiness is good 
for children. It is one of life’s essential 
backlogs.” 

At breakfast that first morning Bertie. 
the smallest, sang in a deep, musical voice 
about “nice old company, with nice soft 
hands and nice blue curls.” In spite of 
herself Aunt Betty was touched. 

early swim. 

led the way 

Rests thing that was very disconcerting 
was the manner in which Ridgely an- 
swered the children’s questions. Aunt 
Betty had been truthful and explicit with 
Ridgely when he was a child. It hadn‘t 
always been easy, but she had dealt di- 
rectly with his questions even when they 
brought tears of embarrassment to her 
eyes. It wasn’t that he was evasive with 
his children. It was just that he seemed 
to leave conclusions to their thrusting little 
minds. He didn’t guide them. 

Sam, seeing his father idly kiss Aunt 
Betty’s velvet cheek as he walked past 
her, had asked: “Do we have to love Aunt 
Betty too?” 

“No,” Ridgely had said. “ 
“Why?” 
“Why should you?” 
Aunt Betty, glancing uncomfortably 

|at the three children, had been puzzled 
| but gratified to receive from them a quizzi- 
| cal gaze that slowly gave place to a reas- 
| suring smile. 
| 

you don't.” 

Daddy,” Marguerite had asked on 
| another oceasion. “why can’t we call you ge 
'and Mommy by your first names? 

“Why do want to do that?” 
Ridgely asked. 

“Because Debra and Kevin call their 
father and mother Frank and Ethel.” 

“You go right ahead and call us 
Frank and Ethel if you want to,” he 
answered. The children giggled, and for 
the rest of the day called them Frank and 
Ethel. 

What a clutter their little minds must 
be in! Aunt Betty thought. In this won- 
derful age of space rockets and sex educa- 
tion and the Dead Sea Scrolls, to tell a 
child that when God rested on the seventh 
day He sighed and butterflies came forth 
on His breath! (At her reproachful 
glance, Ridgely had shrugged and said: 
“You can’t explain a butterfly with facts.”) 

Bertie, who was very potbellied, once 
looked at Aunt Betty in her ample black 
dressmaker bathing suit and asked: “Why 
doesn't Aunt Betty go swimming in her 
stomach, like me?” 

Seeing Ridgely turn to answer the 
child, Aunt Betty had gasped and turned 
white: dear goodness only knew what he 
was going to say! Why, she hadn't 
thought of her stomach since she didn’t 
know when, and thinking of it now, she 
discovered she really didn’t quite know 
how to think of it. But Emma saved the 
moment and answered before Ridgely 
could speak, explaining that Aunt Betty 
was modest, and changed the subject. 

you 

W : ; 
ont you please stop your dawdling 

around the earth long enough to pay us a 
proper visit?” Ridgely had written Aunt 
Betty. “We all want you because you're 
you. But I especially want you because 
you are old. I’m weary of the young”- 
he meant his students—‘“and their fero- 
cious uncertainty, which takes refuge in a 
dogma more rigid than the traditions they 
so hysterically reject. And I am weary of 
my fellow scholars, who trot nervously 
between the ivory tower and the super- 
market. You, my darling, are old and 
pink and sweet and simple as hell. Come 
and stay with us as long as you will. We 
will be at the lake throughout the summer 
and we will crawl to make you happy.” 

Reading his letter a second time. 
Aunt Betty had mused to herself that 
Ridgely shouldn't have gone into teach- 
ing. Not college level anyway. He 
should have done something else. Almost 
anything else—found himself an orchard 
of pomegranates, or made wine that is 
better than love, or was it the other way 
around? She felt that too long an ex- 
posure to rag, tag and bobtail mentalities 
might foul those still pools of purity that 
reposed in the quietness of his soul. But 
when she arrived at the lake she saw right 
away that this had not happened. He 
was as dear as ever, and as handsome. 
bless his heart. 

Within a week Aunt Betty had be- 
come accustomed to everything. (Except 
the singing at the table. The children’s 
dreaming, upturned faces as they waited 
for their lamb chops to be cut up and 
sang “Mary ate a little lamb” continued 
to distress her. They were nice children. 
But singing at the table! Still, they were 
sure to outgrow it.) 

Happily she settled into a state of 
mild enchantment induced by the warm, 
serene family life. the long bright lake 
that sprawled through the forest and the 



crystal summer days that rang with the 
occasional song of a shy bluebird. (A 
black-throated blue warbler, she thought, 
and scolded herself for not having brought 
her bird book and binoculars.) 

As the days of duty march in squares, 
the days of enchantment tumble in a time- 
less circle, day into night into day, and 
Aunt Betty tumbled with them. But she 
was left high and dry on the crest of noon 
the day Alice Blackstone buzzed down 
the lake in a swift launch and came 
flapping up from the dock shrieking like 
a flock of starlings. 

For Alice Blackstone to turn up was, 
Aunt Betty thought, an amazing coinci- 
dence, if you ignored the fact that her 
parents had had the place at the other 
end of the lake for years; but considering 
that she had always said her family stifled 
her and she never went near them, it was 
really something, her turning up like this. 

But then, to have Alice turn up at all, 
anywhere, at any time, was something. 

What an unnerving girl she had been 
at eighteen! That was the summer Aunt 
Betty had last seen much of her. Ridgely 
was seventeen then and Aunt Betty had 
taken him to a little Swiss village, for he 
loved the Alps in summer, and there they 
had found the Blackstones. Perhaps that 
coincidence spawned the present one, be- 
ing the more amazing of the two. Aunt 
Betty on her mother’s side was connected 
with the Blackstones, but even so, it was 
not often that they met at the same places. 
Not that the Blackstones were vulgar. 
Not exactly. After all, they were family. 

And there was Alice—eighteen, an 
unspent lightning bolt. And there was 
dear Ridgely, whose eyes at seventeen 
were still full of quiet wonder. Before 
the summer was over, the wonder had re- 
ceded from his eyes and he had a know- 
ing look which Aunt Betty regretted. 

At last he said: “Aunt Betty, couldn’t 
we go somewhere else?” 

“Where, dear?” she had asked. 
“Anywhere!” he said, sounding wild. 
So they left right away and took up 

their old quiet life again. Alice had mar- 
ried two or three people, had sent cable- 
grams and Christmas cards and _ had 
bumped into Aunt Betty once or twice, 
but Ridgely had not seen her again. 

And here she was, flying up from the 
dock. Her long legs covered the ground 
like wheel spokes, thought Aunt Betty, 
watching her from the big screened porch. 
How chic! How really ravishing! Thin 
as a slice in her long, tight jersey pants 
and matching shirt, she might have been 
dipped in turquoise and set to dry. Oh, 
that jangle! The summer in the Alps she 
had worn silver bangles all the way to the 
elbow too. 

“Dearest little old Cousin Betty! 
What are you doing here? And where’s 
Ridge and all his darling little family I’ve 
heard about? I was intoxicated to know 
he was here and crucified to learn he’s 
been coming up for summers of time and 
I didn’t even know! It’s all so shattering- 
ly diverting! Oh, you old pet!” Shriek. 
Jangle. Squeeze. Aunt Betty all but 
tottered. 

Alice stayed for lunch and it became 
a personal grief for Aunt Betty. 

Lunch! It had been the loveliest of 
all the times of all the days. The family 
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was golden and drowsy from a long morn- 
ing of sun and water. The hungry chil- 
dren were so pleased to be fed that their 
singing was hushed to a soft throb. They 
took all the time in the world: they 
dawdled and chatted and ate as they 
wished—peaches first, chilled bouillon 
last, crumbly almond cakes in between. 
Having done the housekeeping with a lick 
and a promise between swims, Emma was 
in repose and smiled remotely from time 
to time. She and Ridgely sat side by side 
—for they never sat properly at opposite 
ends of the table—and were always touch- 
ing. It was so slight a touch, so casual, 
that one might not have been aware of it 
except that it was so steady a touch it 
generated an atmosphere: shoulders touch- 
ing, and bare feet, fingers overlapping as 
a bowl was passed. And when they spoke 
it was a round murmur, thoughtful—not 
as they spoke in the sudden moments of 
other times, when Ridgely would grab her 
and hold her as though she were a fat, 
laughing child and kiss the back of her 
neck, kiss her between the shoulders, tell 
her that her hair smelled like grapes and 
ask her when she was going to trim her 
outrageous eyelashes. 

But that day, with Alice there, it was 
not the same. The jellied bouillon, chilled 
to perfection, instead of rolling on the 
tongue where it surrendered its flavor and 
vanished like an echo, lumped coldly 
somehow and went down in squares. The 
quiet family group huddled under the 
brilliant canopy of Alice’s perpetual 

a canopy held aloft by subjects 
pertaining directly to herself, subjects that 
were gay and daring and unique. 

How long, Aunt Betty wondered nerv- 
ously, will she go on about that summer 
in Switzerland? Watching Alice, she de- 
cided that she probably would go on until 
Ridgely’s polite, bored smile exhibited a 
focus of recollection. It took quite a 
while, and it took an exceedingly clever 
braiding of past and present and an adroit 
interplay of contrasting stimuli to produce 
this focus. But at last she did it. Grad- 
ually Ridgely’s smile turned inward until 
he was smiling to himself. Gleefully Alice 
whipped out brighter and bolder blobs of 
conversational color, dazzling with innu- 
endo, and flung them recklessly at the 
quiet little group. 

Riagely’s inward smile finally receded 
altogether and he began to look uncom- 
fortable. Emma, meanwhile, assumed a 
painfully sober expression, as if she had 
been reprimanded. 

Out of sheer nervousness Aunt Betty 
ate quantities of anchovies (the dish was 
in front of her). And when she fumbled 
surreptitiously in her bag for the Bi So Dol 
tablets she dropped the bag, spilling its 
contents all over the floor—Egyptian ciga- 
rettes, reading glasses, Kleenex, a ball of 
wool pierced with knitting needles, the 
Bi So Dol tablets and one tiny white 
bootee. 

Alice, who bent down to help her re- 
trieve these things, picked up the white 
hootee and held it aloft between thumb 
and forefinger before she returned it to 
Aunt Betty with a lift of the eyebrows and 
a cast-iron “We-ell!” 

Emma and Ridgely looked blank. 
Aunt Betty hastily reminded herself that 
she had no reason in the ransomed world 
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for knitting bootees. No reason at all. It 
|was just that Emma and Ridgely—well, 
they—oh, she just didn’t know! She al- 
most snatched it from Alice, and blushing 
with confusion, thrust it into the bag. 

Throughout the meal the children re- 
mained silent, their eyes wide and absorb- 
ing as they watched Alice. Now and then 
Marguerite glanced quickly at her mother 
and father. Aunt Betty almost wished 
they would sing. 

Alice came often. She did something to 

the golden summer days. They were not 
the same. Nothing was, Aunt Betty re 
flected sadly. The brilliant chatter left 
an edgy silence behind it: the dazzling 
presence. a shadow. On the evening after 

Alice's first visit Emma_ kept taking 
Ridgely’s half-full beer can to the kitchen 
and bringing back a fresh one. When 

finally he spoke of it with ill-concealed 
irritation, Emma looked startled, as if 
prodded from a dream. 

Aunt Betty. who had felt the warm 
security of a cherished guest, began to 
feel superfluous and anxious. She often 
found herself tiptoeing or whispering for 
no reason. 

One night Bertie, whose just 
cleared the tops of tables, for the fifth 

time, having been told four times not to. 
breathed hard into his father’s ashtray. 
thereby peppering a plate of Camembert 
with ashes, and received from his father a 
sharp slap on his small, tender buttocks. 
It was the first slap of his life, and he 
reacted with a dismay that made Ridgely 
wince. Sam collared Bertie in the crook 
of his elbow and took him upstairs. 
When he brought him down again Bertie 
was wearing nothing at all except fou 
Band-Aids on the area that had been 
slapped. He wore them for the rest of 
the evening. Everybody looked at them. 
Nobody laughed. 

Alice came to call. 
She came to play bridge. 
bring Emma a fashion magazine featuring 
the “slim silhouette.” She came _ to 
dinner. She came to bring Emma the 
“most diverting new perfume,” called 
Countdown. And she just came. She 
jangled and sparkled and hooted and said 
things that nobody understood except 
Ridgely, who sometimes laughed uncon- 
trollably or, glancing at Emma and Aunt 

nose 

She came to sail. 

She came to 

| Betty, ignored Alice and hastily changed 
the subject. Aunt Betty discovered to her 
alarm that she had consumed a month’s 
supply of Bi So Dol tablets in less than 
two weeks; she was a bundle of nerves! 
And Emma, she observed, had left off 
smiling and moved as though she walked 
in a troubled sleep, staring at nothing and 
bumping into things. 

Alice invited Emma and Ridgely to 
a party one night at the other end of the 
lake. Aunt Betty was asked too, but she 
chose to stay at home with the children. 
Emma made an all-day trip to town for a 
dress to wear. Aunt Betty thought the 

|dress terribly chic, but she didn’t think 
Emma _ looked quite—well—comfortable 

|in it. Though perhaps it was the spike 
| heels she bought to wear with it; it was 
| obvious she had never worn spike heels 
before. But whether it was the shoes or 
the dress, something made her look as 
though she were holding her breath. 

Alice came buzzing down the lake for 
them in a launch and brought them home 
again at three o'clock in the morning. 
Aunt Betty was awakened by Alice’s voice 
as she shrieked confidentially to Emma 
that Ridgely was a bad boy and Emma 
should spank him. 

Next morning Ridgely and Emma 
slept later than was their custom, but 
when they woke they took the children to 
the lake for their usual morning swim. 
From her bedroom window Aunt Betty 
saw them as they trooped down to the 
water, and it flitted through her mind that 
in all their golden likeness they might be 
pieces of a puzzle meant to be linked to- 
gether in some design of mystical sym- 
metry. 

When they came up from the lake. 
Ridgely and the children went upstairs to 
dress—an inconclusive performance, to 
Aunt Betty’s mind—and Emma went into 
the kitchen to start the bacon. A few 

minutes later, when Aunt Betty went 
down to help Emma, the cheery “good 
morning” died in her throat. For there 
in a corner, in two little twists of blue rag 
she called a bathing suit, was Emma. 

sobbing wildly into a _ red-and-white- 
checked dish towel. On the stove a pan 

“.. . All right, now, the instructions 
say to release lever on plastic launch- 
ing pad. You ready, Bobby? 
Bobby? .. . BOBBY!” 
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of burning bacon up billows of 
smoke. 

“Oh, my dear little Emma!” cried 
Aunt Betty, running to the stove to turn 
off the burner. “What in the ransomed 
world is the matter?” 

“My stomach!” wailed Emma. “I 
b-burned my stomach!” 

“But, my dear—— 
“The bacon fat s-s-spattered———” 
At that moment Ridgely and the 

children came to the door and stopped. 
staring blank-faced with alarm. Aunt 
Betty turned imploringly to Ridgely as 
Emma continued her convulsive sobbing. 

“Mommy’s crying!”  Bertie’s voice 
was incredulous. 

“What's the matter, Mommy?” 
“Emma. darling. what's the matter?” 

gave 



“What's the matter with Mommy?” 
“My stomach!” Emma wailed piti- 

fully into the dish towel. 
“She burned her stomach.” Aunt 

Betty said. “The bacon fat spattered her 
stomach.” 

The children rushed across the kitch- 
en to Emma, Ridgely following. The little 
boys each hugged a leg and Marguerite 
hugged her around the back and all three 
began to cry too. Ridgely managed to 
wedge himself into the corner in front of 
Emma and tried to lift her face out of the 
red-and-white-checked dish towel, but she 
only sobbed with renewed desolation. 

“Now, Emma,” Ridgely said nervous- 
ly, trying to sound calm and reasonable, 
“just stop this crying and let me see what 

happened.” She shook her head and con- 

tinued the muffled wailing. So Ridgely 
pushed her back from the corner and got 

on his knees and examined her 
stomach—where, by the most diligent in- 
spection, he was able to discover three 

pink spots, very small and very faint. 
His face for a moment relaxed and 

he captured his lower lip between his 
teeth. And then with a solemn face and 
a grave voice he said: “Poor little 
stomach.” 

Violently she shook her head. “Aw- 
ful,” she howled. “It’s an awful, awful 
stomach. Last night—in that tight dress 

-I was a h-horrible spectacle!” 
“Your stomach, Emma,” Ridgely said 

sternly, “is poetic. And these—” he 
kissed the faint pink spots—“are serious 
burns. Stop your crying, children, and go 
get the Band-Aids.” 

Grateful for action, the children 
scuttled upstairs for the Band-Aids. Aunt 
Betty hurried out to the porch to set the 
table for breakfast, leaving Ridgely to 
comfort Emma. who had abandoned the 
dish towel and was weeping in his arms. 
She tried not to listen to them but she 
couldn’t help it. 

“Alice looked so 

“Alice looked 

stalk,” Ridgely said. 
“IT looked like a p-pillow!” 
“You looked like a woman.’ 
“But my stomach—— 
“You have a stomach like an angel.” 
When the children came downstairs, 

Marguerite was carrying the box of Band- 
Aids. Bertie took it from her. 

“Let Sam put them on.” he said. 
“No,” said Marguerite, looking at her 

father. “Let Daddy do it.” 

A lice. 
that day. 

She hadn’t been invited. She just 

dropped in. All the way down the lake. 
At the sight of her flying up from the 
dock, Aunt Betty suddenly felt too dis- 
turbed, too confused, too nervous to stand 
it another minute. She went right up to 
her room and lay down and dabbed her 
temples with witch hazel 

When a swim before lunch was sug- 
gested (by Alice, while Emma stayed and 
prepared lunch) Marguerite took Alice up 
to her bedroom, which was across the hall 
from Aunt Betty’s, so that Alice could 
change into her bathing suit. Alice went 
in and closed the door. Marguerite stood 
in the hall waiting to go in and put on her 
bathing suit too, because the children had 
to wear suits when there were visitors. 

down 

(oe 

like a ribald bean- 

Alice. Alice came for lunch 

Redbook Magazine May 1961 

Sam and Bertie came upstairs and 
saw Marguerite standing by the door. 
“What are you doing?” Sam asked. 

“Waiting for Cousin Alice to put on 
her bathing suit. Bertie, if you want to 
go swimming with us, go with Sam and 
put on a bathing suit.” 

“What?” 
“A bathing suit.” 
“What?” 
“Pants, Bertie.” 
“Oh. Why?” 
“Visitor.” She pointed to the closed 

door. 
Bertie looked at the door. 

reached up and turned the knob and 
pushed the door wide open. And there 
was Alice with hardly any clothes on. 

She gave a yelp and snatched her 
bathing suit from the bed and held it in 
front of her. Marguerite reached into the 
room and pulled the door shut. 

They continued to stand in the hall. 
Presently Bertie placed his hands on his 
belly and looked down at it. “Cousin 

Alice doesn’t have any stomach,” he said. 
“She just has bones,” Sam said. 
“Just bones and not any stomach,” 

said Bertie. 
“Be quiet,” said Marguerite. 
Aunt Betty, lying on her bed listening 

to them, might at any other time have 
shushed them and sent them away. But 
she only sighed and dabbed more witch 
hazel on her temples. 

Then he 

Atter they had gone downstairs with 
Alice and she could hear them all splash- 
ing in the lake with Ridgely, Aunt Betty 
thought of poor litthke Emma and sum- 
moned all her strength and went down to 
help with lunch. She found Emma mov- 
ing about the kitchen like a sleepwalker, 
her expression locked in solemn bewilder- 
ment. 

All through lunch Alice hooted and 
jangled and chattered about last night's 
party—the life of which, according to her | — 

Ridgely. | account, had apparently been 
The children were tense and 
wriggling and squirming and dropping 
things. Emma’s eyes in their bewilder- 
ment sought Ridgely’s. But Ridgely, like 
a man on a tightrope, looked at nobody. 
Aunt Betty kept finding her hands in her 
lap clutching each other instead of hold- 
ing knife and fork. 

How the children squirmed! 
When Alice, 

tence, stopped talking long enough to take 
of chicken, 

“Cousin 

restless, 

a bite 
clear voice: 
any stomach.” 

“She doesn’t 
quickly. 

“Just bones,” said Bertie. 
“We saw her with hardly any clothes 

on and she just has bones.” 
As the adults’ startled silence stretched 

taut, the remainder of Alice’s interrupted 
sentence was lost. 

Thrusting into the delicious silence, 
Bertie said happily: “Mommy has a 
stomach.” 

And with that he tucked his folded 
hands between his knees and began to 
rock back and forth in his singing posi- 
tion and hummed deeply. Sam immedi- 
ately let his head drop back and rocked 
along with Bertie, singing to the tune of 
“Way Down Yonder in the 

Alice doesn’t have 

have any,” Sam said 

in the middle of a sen- | 

Bertie said in a loud, | 

idtiine Yoursell,... whore 
Pom one Fabulous 
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Patch”: “Poor Cousin Alice doesn't have 

any stomach, poor Cousin Alice doesn’t 
have any stomach... 

Bertie took the lead in the third line: 
“Daddy says Mommy has a stomach like 
an angel...” 

And then together, uproariously: “Way 
down yonder in the pawpaw patch!” 

In a frightful flutter of embarrass- 
ment Aunt Betty gasped: “Hush, children, 
hush! It’s very rude to sing at the table!” 

She sensed immediately that she 
shouldn’t have done it. They stopped at 
once, but in the abrupt silence, which 
lengthened intolerably and went un- 
claimed, Bertie said: “Take off your 
clothes, Cousin Alice, and let’s see where 
you don’t have any stomach. just bones!” 

And delirious with triumph at having 

Colors of 

The Morning 4 
tr 

(Continued from page 33) 

his house the day Mama went away with- 
out telling him, and had picked up the 
hat from the floor and put it on the hook. 

Mike had, as always, 
chosen the hat. Mama _ had 

brought her hats down from the shelf in 

her closet—not all of them, just the winter 
ones. The summer ones, like the flowers in 
the patio, were resting in their boxes. He 
had circled Mama in her gray suit and then 
looked over the hats lined up on the bed, 
squinting his eyes like Mama sometimes did 

when she painted. Mike was very proud 
of knowing colors, the little pale ones as 
well as the big strong reds and greens and 
blues. He had learned all about colors at 

the stand-up easel Daddy had built so he 
could work beside Mama. 

He chose the pink hat, rubbing his 
cheek against the soft velour before he 

handed it to Mama. 
“Oh, pooh,” she said. 

you picked last time.” 
Surveying her with blissful approval 

and trying to sound just like Daddy, he 

said, “I like iton you. You’re a real doll.” 
“That argument in the male of any 

age is irresistible,” she said, and put it on. 
“But I hope you'll allow your wife more 
than one hat.” 

“What's a wife?” 

“A wife is a girl—if you're lucky 
enough to find her—that you'll love to buy 
hats for all your life.” 

“Becky,” he said firmly. 
“Your taste is admirable, my 

Becky’s a little beauty and she has a stag- 
gering imagination. You'd never have a 
dull moment, that’s for sure—but isn’t she 
rather old for you?” 

That was what Becky always said. 
When she told her age in sign language she 
held up first one whole hand and then the 
other. Mike admired that more than any- 
thing in the world. To do his age he had 
to cross his thumb over his palm and care- 

On that day 

going-out 

“That's the one 

boy. 

again seized the precious silence, he be- 
gan to giggle. 

First Sam and then Marguerite joined 
him, and the three of them giggled wildly 
and boisterously. Aunt Betty was shaking 
with what she thought was sheer nerves 
until, with a gasp, she -burst into high- 
pitched laughter, and a split second later 
Ridgely threw back his head and roared. 

Alice and Emma were quiet. Alice, 
bending over her plate, assumed a stiff 
grimace of indulgence. Emma, passing 
Alice the platter of chicken. regarded her 
with a smile of inscrutable sweetness. 

Alice left immediately after lunch. 
She went buzzing up the lake like a wasp. 

That night Aunt Betty was so ox- 
hausted she went to bed when the chil- 

fully stick out all his fingers—but only on 
one hand. . .. 

Then Mama did a strange thing. She 
made a tight fist against her lace blouse 
and sat down hard on the vanity bench. 

“Does it hurt?” Mike asked. 
She breathed fast, speaking in her far- 

away voice. “It’s nothing. Just a stitch.” 
Mike watched how Mama’s knuckles 

rose up stiff and white and then fell down 
again. “Can I see the stitch?” 

“Maybe,” Mama said, and began dab- 
bing on her perfume. “We've got a date to 
see the doctor tomorrow. If he thinks my 
stitch should have its picture taken, he'll 
probably make an X ray and you may see 
it. But it’s such a little come-and-go stitch, 
[ don’t think it'll get its picture taken at 
all.” 

After Sandra, the baby sitter that day, 
came and put her high-school books and 
jacket in the closet, he and Mama started 
for the kitchen to fix the come-back clock. 
But then Mama fell down on the magic 
carpet and her pink hat rolled away and 
Sandra pushed him and Jock into the guest 
room down at the end of the hall and 
locked the door on them. Jock barked and 
scratched. Mike cried and beat on the 
door. But nobody heard. There were too 
many noises, doors slam-banging, people 
running around, the phone ringing, a 
siren screeching right up to the house, and 
Sandra sounding scary, hollering over and 
over that she didn’t want to stay here 
any more. 

Then the not-now lady, who lived in 
the house across the street, unlocked the 
door and snatched Mike up, hugging him 
and calling him “Poor baby. Poor little 
tyke.” He struggled in her arms, yelling, 
“I’m not a baby! I’ma boy, a big boy!” 

The not-now lady didn’t like boys. If 
he twirled the pretty amber ashtray on her 
coffee table, making wonderful shadows 
and whispers, she took it away and put it 
in a place he couldn't reach. When he 
cried for Mama and wanted to go home, 
she hustled him off to bed in a strange 
room. “Your mama’s gone to the hospital.” 

“What's a hospital?” 
“Not now,” she said, frowning at him. 

“Just go to sleep like a good little boy.” 
When he was half asleep the tele- 

phone at the bedside rang. He opened his 
eyes and watched the not-now lady answer 
it. 

“My Lord in heaven!” She sounded 
loud and scary, just as Sandra had. “A 

dren did, which was a mistake because 
she woke up around midnight. Though 
perhaps, she thought, it was the moon that 
woke her; it flooded the room with tender 
light. When she sat up to adjust the 
blind she glanced out the window. On a 
crescent of sand beyond the dock a bright 
ripple caught her eye, and she heard the 
sound of laughing. 

Well, for pity’s sake! Why in the 
ransomed world would Emma and Ridgely 
want to go swimming at midnight! She 
certainly hoped they wouldn’t take cold. 

She thought of knitting for a while 
but changed her mind and lay back in bed 
again, thinking that tomorrow she would 
finish the other white bootee and start one 
of those little raglan-sleeved sweaters to 
match. ... THe Enp 

Oe ee 

lovely young woman like that! So needed 
here!” And she stared at Mike with a 
look that made him feel cold. 

“[ want my daddy!” he screamed. 
She shook her head and pulled the 

scratchy cover back over him. “Your 
daddy doesn’t want you just now, you poor 
little thing. Not now.” 

Daddy didn’t want him. 
gone away without telling him. 
he finally slept... . 

Mama had 
Sobbing, 

Pen hearing his father moving about, 
Mike closed the closet door and shut away 
the pink hat. Tiptoeing down the hall, he 
found Daddy in the bathroom bent over 
the washbasin, splashing water on his face. 
Quietly he climbed up on the bath chair 
ready to “boo” Daddy when he turned 
around, but Daddy rubbed and rubbed his 
face so long, so slowly, that Mike grew 
tired of waiting. Reaching out, he tickled 
Daddy in the ribs. Daddy was surprised, 
all right, but it was not a happy surprise. 
He didn’t want to play at all—no laughing, 
no making eyes like peepholes eye-to-eye, 
no make-believe knockout punches in the 
stomach. 

He only said, “Mike! Mike, baby!” 
and closed his eyes and kissed the top of 
Mike’s head over and over and rocked him 
back and forth. 

Mike pushed away, dismayed. He 
was no baby. Daddy knew that. And he 
began to show Daddy just how big he was, 
standing on the chair. He could see right 
down into the bottom of the toothbrush 
glass in the rack, and see his own self, as 
tall as Daddy, almost, in the medicine- 
chest mirror. But Daddy wasn’t interested, 
Mama had gone away, and suddenly Mike’s 
feet felt cold. Looking down, he saw that 
Daddy's feet were bare too. If Mama 
were there, she’d say, “Now, boys, where 
are your slippers? And your bathrobes?” 

He wished he knew where he could go 
find Mama right now, this minute. 

Sometimes if he used a magic word 
over and over—and Becky had told him 
that “why” and “what” and “where” were 
all magical—he found out lots of things he 
needed to know in a hurry. 

“Where is Mama?” he asked. 
Daddy picked him up and sat down 

with him on the chair, holding him close, 
and Mike threw his arms around Daddy to 
help to keep him warm too, for Daddy 
was shivery. 



“Where is Mama?” he asked again. 
Daddy turned his head and looked 

Mike straight in the eye, but there was 
something funny in Daddy’s voice when he 
answered. 

“Some people call it Heaven, Mike. 
It’s a faraway place—another world.” 

A nother world was such a wonderful 
place, and Mama knew how much he liked 
the rockets and the space ships that went 
flying around the nother worlds that he felt 
more puzzled than ever that she hadn’t 
told him or taken him with her. 

Did she go in a rocket, Daddy? Can 
I go too?” 

Daddy’s Adam’s apple worked up and 
down so fast that Mike reached out and 
followed its movement with his fingers. 

“No, Son,” Daddy said, catching 
Mike’s hand and holding it hard. “When 
you go on the journey that—Mama took, 
you don’t need rockets and you can’t take 
anybody, not even those you love more 
than anything else in the world. You see. 
Mike, Mama won’t ever—Mama is—Mama 
can't...” Daddy's breath sounded like 
the wind in a sandstorm. “Mike, you're 
only four! What could possibly make 
sense to you when none of it—none of it— 
will ever make sense to me!” And Daddy 
buried his head on Mike’s shoulder, but 
not before Mike saw that Daddy’s eyes 
were wet. 

Shaken and uncertain, Mike freed one 
arm and began to pat his father gently on 
the back. Daddy wasn’t being Daddy at 
all—he was all mixed up. Mama would 
never go to such a wonderful place as 
a nother world without telling Mike all 
about it. And she wouldn’t go on a jour- 
ney without him either. He knew about 
journeys—they were fun. When you went 
on a journey you didn’t fall down on the 
magic carpet; you went in a car—and ev- 
erybody went, even Jock. Mike got to 
carry out Jock’s dishes and bed and Daddy 
carried the suitcases and easels and fishing 
rods and they loaded up the car, and 
Mama tried all the doors and windows to 
see that they were locked tight and said, 
“Good-by, little house; we’re off on a jour- 
ney.” And they always took their tooth- 
brushes. He thought of that as his eye fell 
on Mama’s, hers with the yellow handle, 
still there in the glass. 

He pointed to it accusingly. 
forgot her toothbrush.” 

“My God!” Daddy said softly, get- 
ting up and spilling Mike off his lap. 
“Her toothbrush!” 

Daddy was going to be sick again, and 
all the walls were in his way as he went 
back to his bedroom. Mike called out, 
“Daddy!” and ran down the hall, but the 
door was closed when he reached it and 
Daddy was being sick inside. 

“Mama 

a 
F echate Mike wandered back to the 
kitchen, where Jock was lying on the floor, 
resting but listening, ears up, eyes open. 

The doorbell rang. Mike ran to an- 
swer it and stood at the front door, face 
uplifted. But it was not Mama. It was a 
whole bunch of people from Daddy’s office 
and the church—come with trays of food 
and to dress him, they said, but they didn’t 
know where anything was. And when he 
ran again to Daddy’s room the door was 
locked. Daddy didn’t want him. 

These people didn’t want him either, 
even though the ladies picked him up and 
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hugged him. They talked to each other | 
about him as if he were not there. 

“Poor lamb—just feel his feet. They're 
like icicles.” 

“Something better than this has to be 
done about him until his grandmother gets | 
here from Boston.” That was Daddy’s 
secretary. “If Pete weren’t paralyzed with 
shock, he’d be appalled. He’s just as 
crazy about Mike as he was about her, you 
know.” 

“Why did it have to happen to them? 
Why not some couple that hate the sight of 
each other?” 

“Where’s their supposedly good 
friend Mrs. Sloan?” Now they were talk- 
ing about Becky’s mother. “Why didn’t 
she take Mike to her house until his grand- 
mother comes?” 

“They've all got flu.” 
“Ha!” Daddy’s secretary was very 

angry. “Exposure to the flu would be a 
lark compared to what that child is going 
through emotionally—a few hours with 
first one neighbor and then another and all 
by himself at night. You can’t tell me he 
doesn’t realize anything!” She threw her 
coat on the couch. “I’m going to call my 
sister right now and see if she'll. take him | 
for the day. She’s got so many, one more 
won't matter.” 

Mike could not eat what they gave | 
him but they were not cross about it, and 
when he cried that he wanted his mama, 
the lady bathing him went all sick like 
Daddy, and another lady came and dried 
him and dressed him. Then Daddy’s sec- 
retary took him away in her car to a big 
house he’d never seen before, out in the 
country. 

A ots of boys, high-school boys and ba- 
bies, lived in the big house on the mesa, 
but Mike liked Craig and Jody best. They 
were twins, older than he but not as old as 
Becky. They hunted rocks together and 
dug out gopher holes and they didn’t get | 
sick when he asked about Mama. | 

“Your mother’s dead,” Craig said. 
“What's dead?” Mike wanted to know. 
“Who killed her?” Jody asked, since 

everybody any of them knew that was dead 
got killed by somebody on TV. 

Then Craig showed Mike how to play | 
war games and make noises in his throat | 
like gunfire, and for a long time they ran | 
about the desert meadow shooting each 
other and falling dead on the tumbleweeds. 
Being dead was prickly, Mike found, but 
nothing very bad. Only when it got dark, | 
and he remembered that Mama had gone | 
away without telling him and Daddy didn’t 
want him any more, did he cry. 

When the time came he didn’t really 
want to go home, but Craig and Jody’s 
mother took him anyway. 

“Your grandma wants to see what a 
big boy you are,” she told him. “She 
hasn’t seen you since you were a baby and 
she’s lonesome for you. She’s given up her 
own house and come over two thousand | 
miles to live with you because she wants to 
take care of you.” 

“IT know Gandma,” he said, smiling, | 
even if he wasn’t really sure who Grandma | 

| 

| 

was. 
“Of course you know her, Mike. She’s 

Daddy’s mama.” 
When he got home his house seemed | 

strange, smaller. There were lots of peo- | 
ple and flowers around, but not Daddy. | 
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TEETHING PAINS If your child is 
“all broken up” over teething pains, apply 
Num-Zit to baby’s gums for fast, soothing relief. 
Millions of mothers prefer it! Baby care authori- 
ties suggest it! Many doctors recommend it! At all 
drug counters. 

NUM-ZIT 
TEETHING LOTION 

Stops Pain Fast! 



LOW 

Jock and Becky were the only ones he 
knew. 

Jock jumped up and waved his great 
collie tail and barked all around Mike and 
licked his face and hands. 

Jock wanted him. 
Becky put on her grown-up voice to 

greet him. “I’m sorry we couldn’t let you 
stay at our house.” Then she hugged him 
and said in a rush, like everyday Becky, 
“I’m coming over and play with you after 
school every single day. I couldn’t before. 
I had flu.” 

Becky wanted him. 
“Mike? Don’t you remember Grand- 

ma?” She was a tall lady, tall like Daddy. 
So many ladies had picked him up and 
hugged him and called him a baby that he 
shrank back a little. But she bent down 
and looked him straight in the eye with 
the look that means “I’m glad you're 
here.” 

Grandma wanted him. 

Boasts ate dinner with him and Grandma 
and then helped Grandma find .his things 
and get him ready for bed. Grandma let 
tecky stay in his room so they could 
play together until her mother came for 

her. 
Becky would not often let Mike be the 

father when they played house. She usu- 
ally made him be the baby, which he 
hated. But tonight she said, “Okay,” and 
gave him his instructions. “You ve just 
come home from the office and I'm at the 
door meeting you.” They kissed each 
other, a loud, rubbery smack. 

“Did you have a hard day?” Becky 
asked in her grown-up tone. 

“Yes,” Mike said in his father-voice. 
“I’m pooped.” He threw down his pillow 
with a plop. “That's my briefcase,” he ex- 
plained. 

“Did you make any long-distance calls 
toda$?” 

“Wash-a-tin,” 
called Wash-a-tin.” 

“How many letters did you dictate?” 
“Nineteen and eleven!” shouted Mike. 
Becky regarded him with severity. 

“That's silly, unless you mean nineteen jn 
the morning and eleven in the afternoon.* 

“Yes,” Mike said, feeling he was get- 
ting out of it Becky sometimes 
stopped playing if he made silly mistakes. 

She was mollified, but not entirely. 
“You're not playing this game right. How 
can | tell you the washing machine broke 
down and water ran all over if you don't 
ask me? And you haven't asked one sin- 
gle thing about the children.” 

Stricken, Mike said hastily, “Did you 
spank the children today?” 

“All eight of them,” Becky announced 
with relish. “They painted the dog’s tail 
blue when I told them three times not to!” 

Mike leaned over the edge of the bed 
ind regarded Jock, who acknowledged the 

attention by thumping his tail on the car- 
pet. The idea of that tail ever being blue 

was too much for Mike, and he rolled back, 
overcome by giggles. 

“You shouldn’t be laughing,” Becky 
said, and Mike knew they were not play- 
ing any more. “Your mother’s dead.” 

He knew what “dead” was from play- 
ing war, but there was still Jody’s question. 
‘Who killed her?” Mike asked. 

‘Not who,” Becky corrected 

What. \t was a heart attackt.” 

answered. Mike 

easy. 

him. 

“What's that?” 
Becky sighed, leaning back on the bed 

and getting the storytelling look that 
Mama said made Becky’s little freckled 
face “enchanting.” Mike gazed at her 
now in need and adoration. Becky knew 
everything. She would tell him where 
Mama was. 

“You’re so young.” Becky sighed 
again gently, and somehow Mike was not 
offended at the charge. 

With the air of one feeling her way in 
a mysterious place, Becky began: “A heart 
attackt comes like magic.” She clutched 
her heart dramatically and fell back on the 
bed. 

Mike’s breath quickened. Now he 
was really going to know. He had seen it 
happen just like that. “Mama fell down 
on the magic carpet,” he told Becky. 

“Our magic carpet?” Becky sat up, 
staring at him in astonishment. “The one 
1 pull you on up and down the hall when 
we play Arabian Nights?” 

Mike nodded, spellbound by Becky’s 

excitement. 
“Well, then,” she said, her eyes get- 

ting big as she thought about it, “that’s 
exactly what a heart attackt is. It's going 
away on a magic carpet that nobody else 
can see. Flying right up where the light- 
ning is. Where nobody can find you.” 
Becky brought her cherry-brown eyes close 
to Mike’s in creative intensity. “And you 
can't tell anyone when you go or where 
you go—not anyone, not ever.” 

“Why?” The question was like a 
shot. 

“Because of the magic. If anyone 
could see you, if anyone knew where to 
find you, jt wouldn’t be magic any more!” 

The logic of Becky's explanation 
swept over Mike like a tide and he sank 
back, exhausted by knowing but happier 
than he had been before. The heavy 
weight of Mama’s betrayal washed away, 
and for the first time in his life he was 
aware of knowing he had learned some- 
thing true the moment he heard it. Drowsy 
with peace, burrowing into the pillow 
Becky fixed for him, he fell asleep. 

In the night someone came and tucked 
soft covers all around him and kissed him 
on the forehead, the way Mama and Daddy 
did. It wasn't Mama, for she had gone on 
the magic carpet that she couldn't ever tell 
about. He tried to open his eyes to see if 
it was Daddy, but he couldn't. Then he 
remembered, stumbling on the memory as 
the dark came in and stood over him: 
Daddy didn’t want him any more. Whim- 
pering a little, he slept again. ... 

M ike.” 
He awoke instantly, alert and listen- 

ing. 
“Mike?” 
Daddy was calling him. It must be 

Sunday morning at last, and he ran to 
Mama and Daddy's room, pausing at the 
open door. 

Daddy was propped up on an elbow, 
waiting for him. “Hi, Mike,” he said in 
his special coming-home voice, giving Mike 
the look that means “I’m glad you're 
here.” 

Daddy wanted him. 
Mike flung himself at the bed and 

Daddy lifted him up, giving him a bear 
hug that took his breath away but didn’t 
hurt. 

They lay quiet a minute, pressed 
together. Then Mike confided, “You know 
what, Daddy?” 

“No. What?” 
“We can’t make a Mike-sandwich to- 

day. We need Mama next to me in bed 
with us to make a Mike-sandwich,” he ex- 
plained soberly, “and Mama isn’t here.” 

Pressed against Daddy, he heard 
noises in Daddy’s chest, and he pushed 
free in panic. 

“Don’t be sick, Daddy,” he pleaded. 
“Don’t get sick any more.” 

Daddy’s teeth were stuck to his lower 
lip but he didn’t get sick. Suddenly he 
lifted Mike high in the air and said, very 
loud, “No. we can’t make a Mike-sandwich 
any more. But we can make something, 
you and [. We can make an open-face 
Daddy-and-boy sandwich—just like this,” 
and he set Mike astride his chest. “How 
do you like that?” 

Mike rocked with delight. “I like it,” 
he cried. 

“That's good. And listen, Son, don’t 
you worry that I'm going to—get sick 
again. Grandma says if I don’t start be- 
having myself around you, she'll spank 
me.” 

Mike stared down at his father. 
Someone had given Daddy shiners—there 
were black bumps under his eyes. “Real- 
ly spank you?” he asked, enthralled. 

Daddy nodded. “She has, you know. 
When | was a little boy and naughty, she 
spanked me.” 

Mike collapsed with laughter and Daddy 
pounced on him like a growling bear, and 
they rolled all over the bed, nearly falling 
to the floor. After they had rested awhile 
Daddy said, “I want to tell you about- 
about Mama. I'm going to try to tell you 
just-what happened, just as if you were a 
great big boy, and you'll have to help, 
Mike. It's not easy to tell about or to 
understand.” 

Mike took his father’s hand. “I know 
about Mama,” he said. “She fell down on 
the magic carpet and the magic took her 
way away where she can't tell anyone, not 
ever, because the magic won’t let her and 
that’s what dead is.” 

Daddy clutched Mike by the shoulders 
and his eyes were very big. “Who told 
you that?” 

“Becky.” 
“*And a little child shall lead 

them...” Daddy said, as if he were not 
talking to Mike at all. “I'd forgotten how 
wonderful and brave the very young are 
and have to be.” Then Daddy hugged 
him—tike a boy, not a baby. “Mike, do 
you know how much I need and love you?” 
Daddy was being Daddy again. 

Mike wriggled out of his arms. “Let's 
play the Sunday-morning game. You say, 
‘Is our weatherman around?’ ” 

Daddy lay back, gazing up at the 
ceiling, pretending Mike wasn’t there any 
more, and asked, “Is our weatherman 
around today?” 

“Here | am!” Mike shouted. “Close 
your eyes now, Daddy. You have to close 
them tight.” Clambering over his father, 
he raced to his weatherman station at the 
window. “Now guess, Daddy. You have 
to guess all by yourself because Mama 
isn’t here.” 

“I think,” said Daddy, “that it’s still 
night. Black, black night outside. I feel 



that the sun may never shine again for me 
unless my brave and wonderful weather- 
man can help.” 

“Don’t peek, now!” Mike yelled. 
“Don’t open your eyes till I tell you!” 

As Mike pulled the cord the draperies 
sprang back with a lovely whoosh and the 
room flooded with sunlight. 

“You guessed wrong!” 
up and down in excitement. 

Mike danced 
“Open your 
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(Continued from page 51) 

out on the patio?” she asked. “Will you 
help me get it ready?” 

They nodded, blissfully unaware of 
what was involved in buying a_ house. 
“Television first?” they asked. 

“Go ahead. [I'll sit outside with 
Daddy for a while.” She walked down 
the hall and peeked in at the twins. They 
were almost asleep, she was thankful to 
see. Back in the kitchen she poured her- 
self a glass of fruit juice. There were too 
many calories in beer, too many calories 
in everything she wanted. Lib wished 
the baby were here and that she weren’t 
so tired all the time. She went outside, 
sank into a lawn chair, leaned back and 
watched the feathery leaves on the willow 
moving with the evening breeze. 

“How did you like the house?” she 
asked, 

“All right.” 
“Not very much, though?” 
“Well, no,” he said. He smiled at 

her, and she knew he wanted to like it 
for her sake but couldn't bring himself 
to say that he did. 

“Why not?” 
“I don’t know,” he said, hedging. 

“It’s an old street,” he went on. “The 
house is rather dark. There aren’t many 
young people around—at least I didn’t see 
any kids.” 

“What else?” 
He lighted a cigarette and threw the 

match across the patio. “I'll tell you 
what it was,” he said. “The house made 
me feel old. It’s the kind of house I 
grew up in. There’s nothing modern 
about it. It looked tired; the garage 
sagged; the front porch with those rusty 
hammock-chain holders looked bad. 
Everything about it made me feel old.” 

“I know what you mean,” she said. 
to Lib it wasn’t such a bad picture. 
wanted room; she needed room. It 
as simple as that. 
“We could paint the woodwork,” she 

offered, “and put some cabinets in the 
kitchen, and tile the bathroom after a 
while.” 

“IT suppose so.” 
“People have a lot of fun doing 

things like that. You're always reading 
about young couples who redecorate old 
farmhouses and refinish antiques. Why 
couldn’t we?” 

But 
She 
was 
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eyes and see. It’s morning! It’s all blue | 
and gold!” 

Daddy opened his eyes wide and made 
his mouth a big, surprised O. 

Daddy was Daddy once more. He 
came now and picked Mike up, and to- 
gether—just as if Mama stood beside them 
—they looked at the colors of the morn- 
ing that were each day newborn and beau- | 
tiful to see. ... THE Enp 

“T can just hear your mother,” Doug | 
said. “ ‘Goodness me, painting? Aren’t | 
you smart! Carol and Bill always have | 
their decorating done for them, but of 
course, their place isn’t as sweet and 
quaint as this will be. My, my, Douglas, 
all this time painting! What will happen 
to your golf game?’ ” 

“That’s not fair.” 
“Does she ever miss a chance to rub | 

it in?” 
“Rub what in?” 
“The fact that your sister Carol mar- | 

ried a little money.” 
“Carol and Bill don’t have any chil- | 

dren,” Lib said softly. 
“She rubs that in too. ‘My, my, all | 

these children. I always did think a big 
family was lovely, but not for me. We | 
couldn’t have afforded more than two.’ ” | 
Doug tossed his cigarette toward the sand 
tub. “Why doesn’t she ever hit me where | 
I can get back? Always on the soft spots 
—that’s your mother.” 

“Oh, darling, shut up.” Lib stood up 
and walked into the kitchen. She began | 
to take down trays and start supper. 
Doug was too sensitive, but maybe that 
was one of the reasons she loved him. 
After all, her mother was hard on her too. 

She moved slowly around the kitchen. 
I’m so tired, she thought. I’m tired of 
being pregnant and needing more room 
and trying to keep peace between Mother 
and Doug. I’m tired of hearing about 
Carol and Bill and I want a new house. 

Life is two things, she thought— 
what you think it ought to be and what it 
is. For us it’s five children and a small | 
salary and a house like the one on Elm 
Street. That’s what it is, she thought an- | 
grily, and we’re lucky to have so much. | 

Atter supper, when all the children were 
in bed and asleep, they began to talk | 
about the house. 

“You really want it, don’t you?” 
Doug said. 

“Look at it this way, darling. Sup- 
pose we have a boy this time. He’d have 
to have his own room eventually. Boys 
need more space. They collect all sorts 
of junk.” 

“That’s not the point,” he said. “I 
want es 

The telephone rang and Lib went 
into the kitchen. She knew who it would 
be, and she tried to think of some way 
to put her mother off. 

“But, Elizabeth,” her mother said, 
“the girls said you and Douglas were 
looking at a house.” 

“Just window-shopping.” 
“Where is it?” 
“Across town. But, Mother * 
“You have got to have more room.’ 

Her mother’s voice was crisp. “There 

> 
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Before tackling dish ’n dust duties, 
sprinkle silky Cashmere Bouquet Tale 
into your rubber gloves. Works won- 
ders to keep your hands feeling soft- 
to-the-touch and cool. Also helps the 
gloves slide on smoothly—without 
sticking. In fact, Cashmere Bouquet 
Tale will help soften all your skin! 
Made of fine Italian Talc — it scents, 
smooths, clings more lovingly . . . more 
lastingly than costly cologne. 
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A PREVIEW OF SUMMER VACATION CLOTHES 
The fashions shown on pages 52-59 may be seen at the following stores: 

@ PAGE 52— 

Top and pants designed by Ruben Torres for 

White Stag 

CALIFORNIA 

Los Angeles ivers’ Department Store 

San Francisco sone Macy's 

KANSAS 

Topeka seenn Crosby Bros., Inc 

MISSOURI 

Rothschild and Son, Inc. 

NEW JERSEY 

Paramus (Bergen Mall) 

NEW YORK 

Kansas City 

Stern Brothers 

New York City . .Stern Brothers 

Dallas Sanger’s 

@ PAGE 53— 

Bathing suit by Dariene Knitwear 

CALIFORNIA 

The May Co. 

The May Co. 

The May Co. 

The May Co. 

The May Co. 

Los Angeles . 

Crenshaw 

Eastiand Shopping Center 

Lakewood Shopping Center 

Valley Plaza 

Wilshire . The May Co. 

San Francisco The Emporium 

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 

Washington ....... Woodward & Lothrop 

FLORIDA 

Burdine’s 

Filene’s 

NEW JERSEY 

L. Bamberger & Co 

Paramus (Bergen Mall) Stern Brothers 

NEW YORK 

New York City ... Stern Brothers 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Philadelphia Strawbridge & Clothier 

@ PAGE 54 (ieft)— 

Smock by Jeanne Campbell for Sportwhir! 

MICHIGAN 

Detroit .... Himethoch’s 

NEW YORK 

New York City . De Pinna 

@ PAGES 54 & 55 

Women's bathing suits by Jantzen 

KANSAS 

Walker Bros., Inc. 

MINNESOTA 

Wichita 

Minneapolis Dayton’s 

NEW YORK 

Buffalo Adam, Meldrum & Anderson Co. 

New York City Bonwit Teller 

Syracuse Dey Brothers & Co. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Philadelphia John Wanamaker 

VIRGINIA 

Norfolk . Rice’s of Norfolk 

Ward's Corner Rice's 

WASHINGTON 

Spokane The Crescent 

@ PAGE 55 only— 

by Jantzen 

NEW JERSEY 

: . .L. Bamberger & Co. Newark 

@ PAGE 56 (upper left)— 

Shorts by Turner Togs 

GEORGIA 

Atlanta (Campbellton Plaza) 

NEW YORK 

. .Belk-Gallant Co. 

New York City . . Bonwit Teller 

WEST VIRGINIA 

Charleston .Coyle & Richardson 

@ PAGE 56— 

Blouse by Ship 'n Shore 

CONNECTICUT 

Hartford .... Sage Allen & Co. 

. 0. Falk's, Inc. 

The Famous 

NEW YORK 

Binghamton ..McLean’s Dept. Store 

New York City Bonwit Teller 

Utica sees The Boston Store 

Ashland Home Co. 

@ PAGES 56 & 58— 

Separates by Mona Roset for Modern Juniors 

INDIANA 

The Wm. H. Block Co. 

MISSOURI 

. Stix, Baer & Fuller Co. 

NEW YORK 

Indianapolis 

St. Louis 

New York City Bonwit Teller 

.. The Higbee Co. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Strawbridge & Clothier 

Cleveland 

Philadelphia 

@ PAGE 58 only— 

by Modern juniors 

LOUISIANA 

New Orleans Godchaux’s 

Boston - Filene’s 

@ PAGE 57— 

Pants and jacket by Kahala Sportswear 

CONNECTICUT 

Chancy D’Elia Shop 

Ann Taylor Sportswear 

. .Ann Taylor Sportswear 

Ann Taylor Sportswear 

NEW YORK 

New York City .... 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Harrisburg - 

Greenwich 

New Haven 

New Canaan 

Westport 

. .Bonwit Teller 

. .Mary Sachs 

Dallas Marie Leavell Shop 

Richmond Steve & Anna 

@ PAGE 58 (lower left)— 

Dress by Sue Brett 

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 

Woodward & Lothrop 

GEORGIA 

Washington 

Atlanta - ; 

INDIANA 

occcccsccos che 5. Aes & Co, 

MASSACHUSETTS 

Jordan Marsh Co. 

Indianapolis 

NEW YORK 

Buffalo ... - L. L. Berger, Inc. 

New York City .. Bonwit Teller 

Nashville Cain Sioan Co. 

@ PAGE 58— 

Dress by Kasper of Arnold & Fox 

COLORADO 

Denver : The Denver Dry Goods Co. 

NEW YORK 

New York City ... Bonwit Teller 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Pittsburgh Kaufmann's 

@ PAGE 59— 

Dress by Jeanne Campbell for Sportwhiri 

MICHIGAN 
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is a house across from Carol and Bill. 
It has nine rooms and a nice yard.” 

“Mother!” Her voice was thin with 
fatigue and irritation. “Those houses 
sell for an awful lot of money. We 
can’t even look at a place like that.” 

“Don’t be silly,” her mother said. 
“We could manage. By the way, how are 
you, dear? How much longer now—two 
weeks?” 

“That’s what the doctor said.” 
“Well, you mustn't get too tired. 

You don’t rest enough.” 
No kidding, Lib thought. What a 

helpful remark! “I'll go to bed right 
now,” she said. “Thanks for calling, 
Mother.” 

She hung up and went back into the 
living room. Doug put the paper down. 
She could tell he hadn’t been reading it, 
for it was opened to the woman’s page. 
He lighted a cigarette and said, “What 
was that about an awful lot of money that 
we couldn’t afford?” 

“Oh, nothing. Just a house across 
from Carol and Bill. Mother thought it 
would be nice for us to buy it.” 

“Well, damn it all, it would.” 
“We don’t have to have a show place 

to be happy,” she said, flaring up. “We've 
got children instead of a fancy house. 
Which would you rather have?” 

“You know darn well which I'd rather 
have.” 

“All right, then, quit growling.” 

Li put a pillow behind her. Usu- 
ally it helped her back, but tonight she 
couldn’t seem to get comfortable. It was 
too soon for the baby, but the ache, low 
in her back, troubled her. She shifted 
position and picked up a magazine. They 
should be getting ready for bed, but she 
wasn’t sleepy. She felt strangely restless 
and upset. Every other picture in the 
magazine made her think of the house on 
Elm Street. It was true that the kitchen 
was a big, dark, square room with few 
cabinets, but she could imagine it at 
Christmastime. There was room for Betsy 
and Patty to make cookies with the whole 
table full of flour and candied sugar. Lib 
thought about the old-fashioned bathroom, 
where children could dress for schoo! on 
a cold morning. One by one she mentally 
went over the rooms, and she knew she 
wanted the house. She could imagine or- 
gandy curtains at the windows and the 
sun porch warm with afternoon sun on 
cold winter days. 

The ache in her back roused her and 
she pulled at the pillow. Not tonight, 
she thought. I’m just not ready. 

“Don’t you want a place like your 
sister's?” Doug asked. 

“Not if we have to be in debt for the 
rest of our lives.” 

“What do you want, then?” 
“I just want room. I want to be able 

to have a little privacy. I want Betsy 
and Patty to have a place for their things, 
a place that the twins can’t get into. | 
want room for rubbers and doll carriages, 
and a place to put things like the play- 
pen.” She stopped suddenly and shifted 
position. 

“What's the matter?” he said. 
“Nothing.” 
“You look funny, all of a sudden.’ 
“I’m just getting suspicious,” she 

said, and wanted to laugh at the expres- 
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sion on his face. You'd think it was the 
first baby, she thought. Doug was sitting 
on the edge of his chair, ready to take 
off. 

He pulled his watch off his wrist 
and held it in his hands. “All right, now, 
let’s time the pains. When did you first 
have one?” 

“Darling, I haven’t even had a pain 
yet—just a sort of twinge. I’m not due 
yet.” She leaned back and tried to look 
relaxed. 

His hands dropped and he dangled 
the watch, swinging it back and forth in 
slow rhythm as he studied her. “You had 
another one, didn’t you?” he said. 

“Well, a sort of one.” 
He consulted his watch. “I’m right.” 
“You might be,” she said, smiling. 

“You're such an expert. I just didnt 
think it would be this early.” 

“It's good to be early,” 
“No -long wait.” 

“I was just hoping,” Lib said, straight- 
ening up and trying to make it sound 
light “—I was sort of hoping we could 
decide about the house.” 

She could see he didn’t want to talk 
about it, but he came across the room to 
her. “We will, honey. If you really 
want that place, we'll get it.” 

“I don’t want it that way,” she said. 
“T don’t want it if you don’t.” 

He sat down and put his arms around 
her, felt her stiffen and looked at his 
watch. “Right on the nose,” he said. 

Lib nodded. “We'd better call Moth- 
” 

“Why do we have to call your moth- 
er?” Doug’s voice was impatient. “Why 
can’t we call the Murrays? Dorothy said 
she’d come anytime, and it’s just next 
door.” 

“Mother would be hurt if we didn’t 
call her.” 

“Let her be hurt,” 
Not now, Lib thought. Do we have 

to fight over Mother now? She turned her 
face away from Doug. Another pain was 
on the way; she could feel it coming. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m no help 
at all. That pain was on sche cule too.” 

“How did you know I had one?” she 
whispered. 

“I’m an old hand at this.” He patted 
her knee. “Sit still. I’ll call your moth- 
er. I'll give the doctor a ring too.” 

Lib smiled gratefully at him. “May- 
be this time I’ll have a boy for you,” she 
said. 

“T love girls,” Doug answered. “You 
ought to know that by now.” 

he said. 

Doug said. 

After her son was born Lib could still 
hardly believe it. When they rolled her 
out of the delivery room he was still yell- 
ing. She thought drowsily that none o 
the girls had ever yowled so loudly. It 
was the most wonderful sound. She must 
remember to tell Doug. 

The sun was bright at the windows of 
her room. The nurse tucked her into bed 
and disappeared. Doug leaned over the 
bed. “Hi, Mama,” he said. 

“Have you told the girls?” 
“I called home an hour ago, 

think it’s fine.” 
“What do you think?” 
“T think it’s terrific.” 
He sat down beside the bed and took 

her hands in his. Lib closed her eyes. 

They 

| under the ball of your foot, 

Redbook Magazine May 1961 

“A boy,” “How about 
that?” 

“I’ve been thinking about what you 
said about a boy,” Doug said. He didn’t 
sound as though he’d been up all night. 
“TI think it would be a good idea to .. .” 

Lib didn’t hear what his idea was, 
for at that moment the door opened. Her | 
mother, with a vase of roses in her arms, 
came into the room. She set the flowers | 
on the bed table and bent over and kissed 
Lib. Then with a rush of brisk chatter | 
she crossed the room and adjusted the | 
blinds. 

Lib closed her eyes. She wanted to 
go to sleep and dream about her little boy. 
She wanted to think of him toddling after 
Doug, learning to be a man. Not now, 
she thought, please, Mother. She could 
feel Doug beginning to bristle. His hands 
tightened on hers, and she could tell by 
the set of his mouth that he was already 
controlling his temper. She might as well 
have wished for a miracle; there was no 
stopping her mother. 

“The girls were good as gold,” her 
mother said. “We couldn’t find the twins’ 
shoes this morning. I don’t see how you 
keep track of anything in that house.” 

Lib murmured sleepily that it was 
hard and wondered what she could say to 
keep her mother quiet. She was too tired 
to think. She could sense Doug’s anger; 
it seemed to flow through his fingers into 
her hands; but she was too weak to do 
anything about it. 

“I’ve been thinking about that house 
near Carol and Bill,” her mother con- 
tinued. “I don’t see any reason why you 
cant have it. I can help you with the | 
financing. It would give me so much sat- 
isfaction to have you two closer.” 

“We've got some ideas of our own,” 
Doug said firmly. “Lib and | 

5 know what you're going to say, 
Douglas,” she interrupted. “You don't | 
want my help. You and Elizabeth won't | 
take anything from me, least of all advice, | 
but there’s something I know that you | 

| 

she said softly. 

| 
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don’t.” 
Lib raised her head, trying to protest, 

but Doug pushed her gently onto the pil- | 
low. She knew by the color of his face | 
that his anger was close to the surface, 
and she closed her eyes and wanted to | 
cry. 

“That's right, Elizabeth,” her mother 
said, “you just lie still. No need for you | 
to talk, but you might as well hear what 
I have to say. I’m right, you know. You 
and Douglas have a little boy now. They 
need room. You just don’t realize that 
boys are different from girls. They need 
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a place of their own. They're like men 
that way. You haven’t had any experience 
with boys.” 

Lib glanced at Doug, anticipating the 
explosion, but the look on his face was one 
of pure amazement. “Who doesn’t know 
anything about boys?” he exclaimed. 

The tone of his voice was enough to 
make her laugh—or cry, she didn’t know 
which—but Lib held tight to his hands 
and waited. There was a funny look 
about him, and he eyed his mother-in-law 
as if she had at last said something that 
he had a right to challenge. 

“Well, of course, you are a man, 
Douglas, but a boy is a different matter.” 

“And I suppose I never was a boy?” 
Lib’s mother looked startled. “Well, 

yes, of course, but you don’t ” She 
paused. Her gloved hand flew to her 
throat and she appealed silently to Lib, 

as if to say, “He’s your husband; don’t 

let him talk to me that way.” 
Lib lay still and said nothing. 

“Listen,” Doug said. “It wasn’t so 

long ago that | was a boy. I know how 

much stuff a boy drags in. We had an 

old shed at the back of our lot. I had a 
hide-out in that. \ place of his own, 

that’s what a boy needs—like a shed or an 

old garage.” He held up his hand to 
silence his mother-in-law. “That's not 

all.” he said. “A hoy needs a tree to 

climb. Not one of those rubbery sap- 
lings. either, but a real old tree—the kind 

that has limbs big enough to support a 
I'll tell you something else a 

basement, a place for a 

tree house. 

bov needs a 

The Crisis 

Of the 

First Baby 

(Continued from page 30) 

home life, their added chores and fewer 
hours of sleep, the diminished sexual re- 
sponsiveness of their wives and the sudden 
pressure to economize on the one hand and 
to increase their income on the other. 

Every husband and wife I talked with 
had been, at one point or another, dis- 
turbed by secret misgivings about himself, 
his spouse and the newborn baby. A few 
admitted having qualms about their mar- 
riage. 

With the passing of time, however, the 
qualms and misgivings proved groundless 
and faded away. Husband and wife dis- 
covered they weren't such poor parents 
after all. Their baby turned out to be 
normal, healthy, unharmed by their mis- 
takes and even more wonderful, in some 
ways, than they had dreamed. As they 
talked to me of those first sleepless months 
of parenthood, they reminded me of war 
veterans reminiscing about their first ex- 
perience of combat. 

In recent years authorities on mar- 
riage have come to recognize the arrival of 
the first child as a “crisis” in marriage. 
Why should an event which brings most 
couples their greatest sense of fulfillment 

workbench. Boys like to pound. Damned 
if I hadn’t almost forgotten, but boys 
like to do two things—dig and pound.” 

Lib’s mother folded her hands 
around her purse, and then she said 
hopefully, “Well, then, dear, the house 
up by Carol would be very nice. It has a 
basement and——” 

“Thanks, Mother,” Doug said, “but 
Lib and I have found a house. I[ think 
it will do very nicely for us, and we can 
afford it.” 

“Now, I’m not going to have you 
buying just any house.” 

“Oh, no,” Doug said. “We've looked 
it all over. It’s tried and true.” 

“You're not going to buy an old 
house!” 

“Lots of room,” Doug said. 
“But I wanted you to have all the 

modern touches.” 
“We have five 

Doug said. 
“But old 

You'll 

very modern kids,” 

houses have stairs, Eliza- 
beth. wear yourself out on the 
stairs.” 

“I'll have five pairs of legs to go up 
and down for me,” Lib murmured. 

“But I know all about old houses. 
I’ve lived in them.” 

“In that case,” 
“you'll be a big help to us. 
your advice.” 

“You will?” Lib’s mother looked 
surprised, then pleased. She gathered 
herself together slowly: then, in character 
again, she sputtered, “Well, I never.” She 
glanced at her watch. “Goodness. the 

Doug said grandly, 
We'll need 

and purpose in life cause them so much 
anguish? 

“Lack of preparation” and “unrealis- 
tic expectations” were the main reasons 
offered by the couples themselves. Their 
views were substantiated by pediatricians, 
psychiatrists, sociologists and other ex- 
perts, who pointed out that having and 
caring for a baby wasn’t in itself the dif- 
ficulty. The trouble lies in the fact that 
the baby’s arrival creates an entirely new 
situation in which many of the couple’s 
accustomed ways of dealing with life no 
longer work. That is what makes the 
crisis. 

“The fact that parenthood is normal 
doesn’t make it any less critical,” said Dr. 
Ersel E. LeMasters, social psychologist at 
the University of Wisconsin. “Children 
and parenthood have been treated so ro- 
mantically in our society that most couples 
are caught unprepared, even though they 
have planned and waited for this event for 
years.” 

Recently Dr. LeMasters studied 46 
couples who had had a first baby within 
the previous two years. They were young 
middle-income members of a Midwestern 
community. Among the husbands were an 
accountant, a small-business owner, an 
athletic coach and a bank teller; some of 
the wives had worked before the child 
came but none had gone back to work. 
Thirty-eight of the 46 couples told Dr. 
LeMasters that adjusting to the first child 
represented an extensive or severe crisis in 
their lives. 

It was definitely not because they 
didn’t want children. Thirty-five of the 
38 couples in the “crisis group” reported 

gin ovine for me. Now that 
weve got the house question settled, I'll 
just drop in at Wilson’s. They’re having 
a curtain sale. Those old houses need 
light curtains.” 

Lip watched the door close and then 
turned back to Doug. “She does mean 
well. Can’t you tell, darling? And what 
got into you all of a sudden? So mellow. 
Does having a boy make that much differ- 
ence to you?” she asked softly. “It 
doesn’t seem quite fair to the girls.” 

“Oh, honey,” Doug said, “you know 
I'd have been just as glad to have another 
girl. I didnt want a boy more. But 
now that he’s here, I can see that things 
will be different.” He lighted a cigarette, 
leaned back and blew a billow of smoke 
toward the ceiling. “So darn many things 
have occurred to me since he was born,” 
he said. “I never thought about it be- 
fore, but the thing is this: You teach the 
girls; "ll teach the boy. The girls copy 
you, but this one will copy me.” 

Lib smiled. “I see what you mean,” 
she said. “But, Doug, the house on Elm 
Street made you feel old. It still will.” 

“Listen,” Doug said, and he leaned 
close to her so that she could see how 
much he meant what he was going to say. 
“What do I need to feel so young for? 
If this boy is going to copy me, there’s 
just one thing | want to be sure of.” 

“What's that?” 
“IT want to make sure he copies a 

man. A full-grown man.” ... THE Enp 

that their first children were desired and 
planned for. 

Was parenthood difficult because the 
couples were poorly mated to begin with? 
Not at all! Thirty-four of the 38 crisis 
couples rated their marriages as “good” or 
better, and with three exceptions this rat- 
ing was confirmed by their close friends 
and associates. 

How about emotional stability? 
Wasn't the crisis pattern the result of 
neurosis or some psychiatric disability on 
the part of the parents? Again the answer 
was no. “Judging by their personal his- 
tories,” Dr. LeMasters found, “their mar- 
riages and the ratings of their friends, it 
seemed clear that the vast bulk of the hus- 
bands and wives in the crisis group were 
average or above in personality adjust- 
ment.” 

If these young couples were healthy, 
well mated, emotionally stable and desir- 
ous of children, why did the first child 
upset their equilibrium so badly? 

“Because,” said Dr. LeMasters, “prac- 
tically nothing in or out of school pre- 
pared them to be parents and mothers. 
Husbands and wives, but not parents. 

As one mother expressed it: “We 
knew where babies came from but we 
didn’t know what they were like!” 

“If only prospective parents would 
visit hospital nurseries and get a good look 
at the newborn infants,” Mrs. Eileen Auer- 
bach, the parent education director of 
the Child Study Association, told me, “it 
would spare them so much disappointment 
and get them off to such an easier start.” 

One couple I talked with admitted 
laughingly that they had anticipated a 



dream child who would resemble the ba- 
bies on magazine covers. They did not 
realize that these photogenic subjects are 
usually at least six months old. The fa- 
ther felt terribly let down when he looked 
at his new son and saw a red, wrinkled, 
scrawny little thing with no neck and no 
chin. The mother had been unconscious 
during delivery, and when the baby was 
brought to her several hours later she had 
serious doubts that the child was hers. 
“What do you want him to do, sit up and 
shake hands?” her doctor asked her. 

One of the mothers I talked with re- 
called being disappointed that her baby 
girl had dark, straight hair instead of the 
curly blonde hair she had imagined. Sev- 
eral husbands and wives remembered be- 
ing worried about the shape of the baby’s 
head, not realizing that it is often slightly 
distorted while passing through the birth 
canal and quickly regains its normal 
shape. A couple of fathers admitted be- 
ing concerned because their babies didn’t 
seem to resemble them. 

. 7" of the worst misgivings that 
parents experience come from the discrep- 
ancy between their real feelings toward 
their infant and the kind of feelings they 
think they ought to have. 

“After giving birth to her first baby 
the average wife expects to be flooded with 
mother love,” explained Dr. William S. 
Langford, child psychiatrist of Babies Hos- 
pital. “When this fails to happen she is 
often seized by terrible doubts about her 
worth as a mother, a woman and a human 
being. Her anguish is the result of the 
fallacy that mother love is a kind of emo- 
tional correlate of mother’s milk—some- 
thing that springs into being automatically 
with the birth of the child. Actually, this 
kind of mother love at first sight is the 
exception.” 

For the last 12 years child psychiatrist 
Dr. David M. Levy has directed a con- 
tinuing Attitude Study project sponsored 
by the New York City Department of 
Health. Thousands of mothers who have 
brought their babies to the Demonstration 
Clinic have been interviewed to find out 
how soon after the birth of the baby they 
experienced full maternal feeling. 

“Only a minority of mothers—about 
fifteen per cent—get it right away,” said 
Mrs. Grace O'Neill, director of the Atti- 
tude Study. “Another fifteen per cent 
never seem to get it. The great majority 
of women get the full maternal feeling 
some time after the baby is born—days, 
weeks or even months later. Sometimes 
it comes gradually; sometimes the mother 
suddenly feels, This is my baby, accom- 
panied by tenderness and protectiveness. 
The feeling is most likely to occur while 
the mother is caring for the child or nurs- 
ing him through an illness.” 

Looking back; some women claim to 
recall exactly when this moment occurred. 
One mother said: “It was six in the morn- 
ing last November, the second day he had 
a temperature. I felt it for the first time 
when I got up in the middle of the night 
to find out why he was crying—and then I 
picked him up out of the crib and rocked 
him in my arms and started to sing to 
him.” 

Women vary widely in their first re- 
actions to motherhood. “The acceptance 
of the new role with all its demands comes 

Redbook Magazine May 1961 

easiest to women who have been brought 
up to believe that their main purpose in 
life is bearing and rearing children,” one 
pediatrician explained. 

there’s very little inner conflict. 
“On the other hand, motherhood 

comes hard to the overprotected woman. 

After marrying and moving away from 
home she often misses the special atten- 
tion she used to get from her own family. 
With pregnancy she holds the center of 
the stage once more. Then the baby ar- 
rives and takes the spotlight away from 
her. 
alize that the discomforts and hardships 
connected with pregnancy and delivery 
and the 
punishment but part of a mother’s job.” 

The problem of adjusting to the care | 
of the first child is also hard for the wom- 
an who has worked in a responsible job | 
requiring skill or professional competence. 
As Dr. LeMasters points out, such a wom- 
an faces two major adjustments. 

of motherhood, she has to give up a role 
which had great emotional significance for | 
her. For all the careerwomen in Dr. Le- 
Masters’ study of the impact of the first 
child upon its parents, the adjustment. to | 
a newborn baby represented a “severe | 
crisis.” 

A common failing of the former work- | 
ing wife is to try to carry into motherhood | 
the same standards of efficiency she used | 
while earning a living. “Here I am, a girl 
who used to run the office of a big law} 
firm,” one ex-careerwoman commented 
mournfully, “and yet when my husband | 
comes home at night the house is a sham. | 
bles, supper’s uncooked and I’m falling | 
further behind every minute.” 

Another wife who left a responsible 
job to have a child looked at the situation 
differently. “I had to learn that you can’t 
run a home the way you run an office. In 
the first place you have to work alone. In 
the second place you can’t follow a set 

“They're doing | 
what they’ve always expected to do and | 

It’s hard for such a woman to re- | 

care of the infant are not forms of | 

In addi- | 
tion to taking up the new responsibilities | 
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routine. In the third place you are deal- 
ing with a totally helpless little bundle of | 
life. You have to give up the feeling of | 
being fully in control of all circumstances, 
of being able to plan ahead and hold to a 
schedule.” 

For every problem that arises the 
former working wife is likely to feel that 
there is only one right answer, and she is | 
determined to find it. When she takes the 
baby to the doctor’s office, she usually has 
a long list of written questions. One 
young mother startled her pediatrician by | 
whipping out a notebook and taking down 
everything he said in shorthand. Another 
—admittedly an extreme example—kept a 
tape recorder at hand whenever the doctor 
paid a visit so that she would always be 
able to play back his instructions. i 

| ae back years later, women who | 
used to be nervous mothers can often laugh | 
at the exaggerated fears from which they 
once suffered. One young wife said: “I | 
didn’t breathe a word to my husband, but 
for a long time I was secretly worried 
about our child’s responsiveness. I had 
picked up a book on child development 
that had a chapter on how an infant’s 
alertness can be measured by his response 
to things like a swinging key chain or the 
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spond the way the book indicated he 
should. Then I reread the chapter and 
discovered that these tests were for year- 
old babies. Ours was only. eight weeks 
old.” 

It is fairly common for mothers to 
question whether or not their husbands are 
reacting properly to fatherhood. One 
woman who visited New York’s Demonstra- 
tion Clinic was convinced that there was 
something wrong with her husband be- 

cause he showed no interest in the baby. 
\ doctor assured her that most men pay 

little attention to newborn infants. 
“Fathers start getting interested about 

the time the baby is old enough to crawl 
toward them and bat at their newspaper, 

said Mrs. O'Neill. “Most men don’t trust 
themselves to handle a baby until it’s 
husky enough to toss around.” 

Occasionally when a couple bring 
their child to the Demonstration Clinic it 
is the father who deftly undresses the baby 
and gets him ready for the examination, 
remembers when the baby first sat up, how 
he reacts to various foods and medicines. 

“This is the big-brother type of man,” 
explained Mrs. O'Neill, “the kind that has 
always been just crazy about kids and that 
kids take to almost instinctively. But he 

is the exceptional man. The great major- 
ity of fathers leave the primary responsi- 
bilities of baby care to their wives and 
content themselves with ‘helping out.’ ” 

sce the initial shock of being parents 

has worn off and whatever qualms or reser- 
the husband and may feel 

the baby have vanished, they are 

left to confront other misgivings which 

can prove harder to misgivings 
about each other as partners in marriage. 

The baby has changed my wife com- 
pletely, a husband may feel. The wife 
may wonder, Can this be the man I mar- 
ried? Actually, neither has changed. The 

baby’s arrival has simply made an issue of 
personality differences that each was able 
previously to accept or ignore in the other. 
\{ man who may be quite accepting about 
his wife's inability to do something as un- 

complicated as hanging a picture on a 

wall, and who in fact may be flattered by 
heing needed by her in so many ways, 
often looks at her through new eyes when 

she complains that she can’t get the baby 
carriage through the front door and down 

vations wile 

about 

resolve 

a few steps. 

“Wherever there are stresses or strains 
in a marriage, the first child brings them 
into the open,” says child psychiatrist Dr. 
Jean D. Jamison, of Columbia-Presbyterian 

Medical Center. 

Perhaps the sharpest point of conflict 
concerns in-laws, who may have remained 
on the sidelines while the couple were 
childless but who now step into the picture 
as grandparents with certain prerogatives. 

Differences in religion, social status and 

cultural background which had seemed 
unimportant may become critical now that 
they represent traditions and customs of 
child rearing. 

Mary and Elliott, for example, de- 
cided to name their boy after his father. 
This displeased Elliott's Jewish parents 
because it is against Jewish custom to 

name a baby after anyone who is still liv- 
ing. 

Mary’s stanchly Protestant parents 
were equally displeased because the child 

was not baptized. And as months passed, 
still other tensions arose. 

But Mary and Elliott both were level- 
headed and, fortunately, endowed with a 
good sense of humor. They refused to 
allow themselves to be drawn into a 
pitched battle. They made their decisions 
together in private and then, as reasonably 
but as firmly as possible, they let the 
grandparents know what they intended to 
do. Mary and Elliott realized that they 
could not hope to please both sets of in- 
laws at all times. They pleaded with their 
parents, however, not to make the baby a 
prize to be struggled for. to be tugged in 
opposite directions at the same time. They 
in turn conscientiously sought the happiest 
of compromises. Last December their 
baby gazed in fascination at flickering 
Chanukkah candles and a lighted Christ- 
mas tree as well. 

Not all problems can be happily re- 
solved, however. For many a husband, 
for example, the baby’s arrival means giv- 
ing up or postponing cherished projects or 
ambitions, and no matter how much he 
loves the child, he can’t help feeling some 
initial resentment. 

“T intended to quit my job at the 
bank and use our savings to go back to 

mutual satisfaction during courtship and 
early marriage. One couple spoke of the 
childless years with nostalgia. 

“yj, ° ” Even on my modest income,” the 
husband said, “we lived pretty well. When 
I came home from the office Alice was at 
the door to meet me, relaxed and usually 
in high spirits. We'd have a cocktail and 
talk, perhaps, and then go out to some 
little restaurant. Evenings and weekends 
we saw friends, and there was time in 
those days for concerts, plays, and week- 
ends in the country.” 

His wife smiled ruefully. “That was 
‘before. And ‘after’? Sometimes I meet 
John at the door with my hair a mess and 
still wearing a housecoat. Usually on 
rainy days, | should add; I try to get out 
when the weather is decent. But all too 
often John comes home and finds dinner 
behind schedule, and I’ve even had to send 
him chasing off for coffee or something 
else we need. And the baby seems to have 
an intuition all his own—just let John and 
me sit down to dinner and he starts 
screaming. There are times, I confess, 
when [ start screaming too.” 

In the direct, two-way relationship in 
marriage that develops before the first 
child arrives, a husband and wife are 

“WW a-a-a-a-a.” 

school and get a degree in architectural 
engineering, said one young father. 
“Now there won't be any savings, not after 
the doctor’s bill has been paid, and with 
Helen not working any longer—well, ar- 
chitecture will just have to wait.” 

Another husband remarked: “Nan and 
I were partial to sports cars. We had an 
old Jaguar and loved it. We said we'd 
never have any other kind, either. But 
have you ever tried squeezing a bassinet 
into a Jag? So now we have a second- 

hand sedan—which is much more practi- 
cal, I must admit, even if it does feel like 
a truck. 

The birth of a first child often brings 
about changes in the way of life which 
husband and wife have worked out to their 
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mainly concerned with pleasing each other. 
Once “baby makes three,” however, they 
discover that success in marriage demands 
more than companionship and mutual sex- 
ual gratification. As Dr. LeMasters points 
out: “Living as a trio is more complicated 
than living as a pair. The husband no 
longer ranks first in his claims on his wife 
but must accept the child’s right to pri- 
ority.” 

For the average husband this can 
prove difficult. Until he brings his wife 
and their new baby back from the hospital 
he may look on his marriage as a legalized 
love affair. Nothing has prepared him to 
share his wife with the noisy little intruder 
who suddenly occupies the center of at- 
tention. 



“Baby, baby, baby, that’s all the poor 
man hears,” one pediatrician told me. 
“No wonder he’s occasionally jealous of 
his offspring!” 

A subtle example of jealousy, accord- 
ing to this same doctor, is the male atti- 
tude toward breast feeding. “Most of the 
opposition comes from the husband,” he 
told me. “Before the baby arrives he may 
be all for it. But after the baby comes 
home he’s generally more and more op- 
posed. The time when he’s apt to lay 
down the law is around the wife’s five- 
week checkup, when the doctor generally 
okays marital relations after the long 
period of abstinence. It probably hap- 
pens only in America, where the female 
breasts are identified with the sexual or- 
gans.” 

One of the questions that begin to worry 
husbands and wives months before their 
first child arrives is what effect parent- 
hood is going to have on their sex rela- 
tionship. Most are relieved to find that 
they are unchanged. Of 228 young cou- 
ples questioned by Drs. Thomas and 
Shirley Paffenberger, of Michigan State 
College. and Dr. Jackson T. Landis, of the 
University of California, 58 per cent said 
that pregnancy had no effect on their sex 
adjustment. Seventeen per cent reported 
a favorable effect, however, and 25. per 
cent said that the effect was unfavorable. 

Most couples reported a general less- 
ening of sexual desire on the part of the 
wife. On the other hand, the close identi- 
fication of husband and wife during preg- 
nancy helped the husband gain a better 
understanding of his wife’s sexual nature 
and the ability to make allowances when 
she did not feel in the mood. After the 
first child there was a big increase in the 
use of contraceptives. 

Some wives admitted that they had 
been concerned at first that having a baby 
would take the glamour out of their mar- 
riage. 

“I used to be so careful to preserve 
Bill’s illusions about me.” one wife told 
me. “I tried never to let him see me in 
an unglamorous situation. But with the 
baby I had to resign myself to letting Bill 
see me not just as a desirable female but 
as a pregnant woman and then as a har- 
assed mother and housewife. I can laugh 
about it now, but I worried quite a lot 
whether Bill would still find me attrac- 
tive.” 

For many couples the experience of 
parenthood seems to dim the romantic 
aspect of sex but helps them face its 
realities. 

“Tom had a pattern of sexual need 
that varied very little,” one wife said. “So 
we finally arrived at a tacit agreement. 
Whenever he needed me, [ would be there, 
but he couldn’t expect me to share fully 
in his excitement every time.” 

Sex thrives on surplus energy, and 
when a couple who previously enjoyed 
satisfactory sexual relations have trouble 
in readjusting after the arrival of the first 
baby, the reason usually turns out to be 
fatigue. Pregnancy makes great demands 
on a woman’s energy, and the three or 
four months following delivery are even 
more exhausting. Glandular changes tak- 
ing place in her body as she returns to her 
menstrual cycle predispose her to emo- 
tional upsets and increase her fatigue. At 
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the end of a long day a mother’s feelings | 
translated: “If 

on me, 
can be roughly 
makes any more demands 
scream.” 

“We take it for granted that the moth- 
er of a small baby is going to be ex- 
hausted,” one pediatrician explains. “I 
often see couples who feel that love has 

anyone 
Pil 

flown out the window because the wife has | 
temporarily lost interest in sex. Then one 
night she gets a good eight to ten hours of 
uninterrupted sleep and everything is fine.” 

Another doctor said, “When a hus- 
band complains that having a babv has | 
made his wife frigid, I usually hand him | 
a prescription that reads, ‘Rx, Take your 
wife out to dinner at least once a week.’ 
It’s a mistake to wait for some special oc- 

The important thing for new par- | casion. 
ents is to have a little time off together 
when they can pay attention to each 
other.” 

Young couples, 
things on the spur of the moment, seldom 
realize ahead of time what it means to be 
tied down with a small baby. It’s prob- 
ably the hardest adjustment they have to 
make. “For a while it was twenty-four 
hours a day, seven days a week,” one wife 
remarked. “There was never a moment 
when I could think or feel or speak for 
myself alone—everything depended on the 
baby. I used to urge Jack to go out alone, 
but he stayed home with me and helped 
all he could. 
stir-crazy.” 

Even this forced confinement to the 
home has its compensations, however. if it 
doesn’t last too long. As one wife said: 
“It was during those early months when 
we were thrown together so constantly that 
we really got to know each other. I never 
knew before what a really wonderful guy | 
I had married.” 

Befece they have children some cou- 
ples may take their marriage more or less 
“on approval.” If they can’t make a go cod FN 
it, they feel, they can still bring it to an 
end without hurting anyone else. But 
once they have a child they are committed 
to think of another person besides them- 
selves. It changes their entire outlook on 
life. 

“Before the baby came,” a young 
mother confided, “we never thought fur- 
ther ahead than next month. Now we’re 
thinking about the home we’ll have five 
years from now, the kind of neighborhood 
we'll want, the schools we'll need. We're 
planning to have other children and think- 
ing about how to space them. We're tak- 
ing a long, serious second look at ourselves 
and our way of life. And almost every 
time we do anything we ask ourselves: 
‘How will it affect our child?’” 

The arrival of the first child forces 
parents to take the last painful step in 
growing up. For the first time in their 
lives, perhaps, a man and woman are 
charged with complete responsibility for 
another human being. They must make 
decisions no one else can make for them. 
Instead of turning to others for love and 
reassurance as a child does, they must 
now give love and reassurance to a child 
of their own. This, more than anything 
else, is why the arrival of the first baby so 
often leads to a crisis as well as to the 
deepest feelings of fulfillment and purpose 
in life. ... Tae Enp 

You’re sure you're lovely and flower- 
fresh when you use Lysol! It takes only 

minutes to douche with Lysol. Yet Lysol 

gives you protection against the very 

germs that cause offensive odors. And 

new Lysol is so gentle it won’t harm the 

most delicate areas of your body. For the 

confidence that comes from being really 

sure, try new Lysol for your feminine 
hygiene needs today! 

accustomed to doing | 

Brand Disinfectant 

Sometimes we felt a little | 

Wonderful Weather! 
that’s 
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TILE FLOORS * METALS 
AUTO BUMPERS 

Give names 
ZUD is sold at Grocers, Hardware, Dept 
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LOOKING FOR NOVEL 

BIRTH ANNOUNCEMENT 

IDEAS? 

Every month Redbook’s WE ARE 
PROUD TO ANNOUNCE colemn 
features clever and unusual birth 
announcements. You may find 
ideas to help you win $50 for 
your own baby’s announcement. 

Woman Tortured 
by Agonizing ITCH 
"I nearly itched to death for 713 years. Then I 
discovered a new wonder-working creme. Now 
I'm happy,” writes Mrs.D. Ward of Los Angeles 
Here’s blessed relief from the torture of itch in 
women, chafing, hemorrhoids, rash & eczema with a 
new amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. 
This fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills 
harmful bacteria while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratchin oR and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 
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ONE SIZE FITS 
ALL SIZES 8 TO 40 
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Order 

$2.99 plus 35¢ 
Send check 
Satisfaction gu 
money-back! 

FLORIOA FASHIONS, Inc. 
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Free catalog sent on request 

750 CHARM 

CATALOG ed — 
14K SOLID GOLD and STERLING SILVER 

Charms at Direct-To-You Prices 

~}] Map-—of any state or 
U.S. possession, foreign 
countries. Enameled on 
14K Solid Gold $12.50 
Sterling Silver 2.20 

)} Telephone—jike a real 
one but dials “I love you.” 
14K Solid Gold ___ $12.00 
Sterling Silver 4.00 

SPECIAL OFFER. Send 25¢ in cash or stamps and 
you'll receive the huge 9x12, 112 page, all inclusive 
5000 charm catalog. A must for all collectors. 

CHARM & TREASURE, Dept. A-51,509 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 17, N.Y. 

= Mrs. Douglas J. Baldwin 

1926 Apple Valley Road 

= Rockland, Connecticut 

: 
500 ::; LABELS - 25‘ NAME & - 

ADoRESS 

$00 gummed economy labels printed in black with 

ANY name and address, 25¢ per set! In two-tone 
plastic gift box, 35¢ per set. 5-day service 

LD-STRIPE LABELS—500 FOR 50¢ 
ta. paper with rich-looking gold trim, 

printe d with ANY name and address in black. Thought 

ful, pe rsonal gift; perfect for your own use. Set of 500, 

50¢. In two-tone plastic box, 60¢. 48-hour service 

Walter Drake coe Grate Ott... 

SCARCE INDIAN CENT 
Included with 25 Coins from 

Countries ll for & 
ran a new 

‘ xciting 

CENTRE COIN CO. 
S Centre Street 

Hempstead 5. New York 

115 STAMPS from all 5 continents in- 

cluding Airmails, Dead Countries, Pic- 

torials, etc., valve over $2.00, all for 

10¢ to introduce our superb service of 

U.S. & Foreign Approvals to collectors. 

GLOBUS STAMP CO., N.Y. 10, N.Y. Dept. 644 

SEND A 8 Pa 

N |ssess FREE sHoe BOOKLET: 
"S$ EASY TO BE FITTED DIRECT VIA MAIL! 

© YOU! MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. D RISK T 
MAGIC 

. $8.95 
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Tall Gals of all ages buy perfect 
fitting Shoecraft Sth Ave. shoes. 

9%, 10, 10%, 11, 11%, 12, 
12%, 13; Widths AAAAA to C. 

Elasticized White or Beige 

DECRAFT 603 FIFTH AV., NEW YORK 17 

No extra for sizes 8, 84,9, 

vol! OPS i» SHOPS’ 

Keeps Closets Neat—$1 
\-Hangers” end 

Just snap them on your 

New smooth-sliding “Space 

closet mess forever! 

closet rod and youll be done with tangled 

no more clothing that’s bunched, 

Set of ten holds thirty 

Guaranteed to your 

1-Hanger Set. only $1, 

Sets for $2.79. Order 

196 Sun- 

alifornia. 

hangers . . 

wrinkled, on the floor. 

garments! please or 

Space 

postage paid. Three 

direct by mail from Sunset House, 

set Building, Beverly Hills. ¢ 

moncy back! 

Never Buy Film Again! 
Don’t take chances on running out of film. 
When you send Yankee your exposed black 
and white or color film, Yankee returns, with 
the developed prints—at no extra charge—a 
fresh roll of Kodak film. same size as yours, 
for every roll you send. This offer stands for- 
ever! Yankee prices are up to 40% lower than 

stores, quality is unsurpassed. Write 
now for free mailing envelopes and prices. 
Yankee Photo Service, Dept. RE, Box 1820, 
Bridgeport l, 

most 

Conn. 

Miniature Play Foods—48 for $1 
Mouth-watering miniature play foods will 
thrill any little girl... and her dolls! 39 dif- 
ferent foods and 9 slices of bread. Artistically 
colored to look absolutely real. Chicken, 
steak, lobster, vegetables, snacks, fruits .. . 
mouth-watering watermelon, bananas—even a 
bunch of grapes! They're all non-toxic and 
guaranteed to please any child! Set of 48 
pieces tor only $1, postage paid. Order 
Dolly's Food Set from Sunset House, 496 
Sunset Building, Beverly Hills, California. 

WEDDING CAKE KNIFE 

Personalized! 

For The Bride 
Sterling silver, personalized, all dressed fo 
the wedding in white satin streamers. Exqui- 
site sterling handle, over 9” long, and serrated. 
Send bride's 3 initials, groom’s 3 initials, and 
wedding date to be engraved—she'll have an 
heirloom to remind her forever of the first 
cake it ever cut! Gift boxed, with wedding 
cake legend enclosed. Free 64 page Bridal 
a $4.95 complete. Satisfaction or money 
back. Immediate delivery. Joan Cook, Blue- 
book for Brides, Centerport 19, LI. N.Y. 

Hurry Hot Pot—$2.98 
Electric Hot Pot boils 4 cups of water in 
only 2% minutes! Perfect for making fast 
instant coffee, tea, soup, heating canned food, 
baby’s bottle. Practical pour-easy spout, stay- 
cool base and handle. Made of polished 
aluminum it's unbreakable. Complete 
with electric cord. Great for home, office, 
traveling. You must be pleased or money 
back! Hurry Hot Pot, only $2.98, postage 
paid. Order from Sunset House, 496 Sun. 

Building. Beverly Hills, California. 

rs Dog and Cat ee 
bog Wicks are the perfect solution for re- 
pelling pets. One sniff and away they’ll 
run! Hang this chemical Wick on shrub or 
branch. Safe, harmless to animals. Use 
inside or out—protects lawns, garbage pails, 
flowers, furniture. Trains your pets and 
neighbor's dog. Guaranteed to do the job 
or money back! Pack of 20 for $1, post- 
age paid. Order Dog Wicks from Sunset 
House, 496 Sunset Building, Beverly Hills. 
California. 



Cur'ers You Can Sleep On 
These flexible Curlers not 
the prettiest hairdos ever—they let you 
sleep in blissful comfort, too! Made of 
special soft foam with no metal, no sharp 
ends. Easy to use—featherweight, self-lock- 
ing. Wonderful for home permanents. 
Guaranteed to please or your money back! 
Set of 12 for $1, postage paid. Order Sleep- 
On Curlers Set direct by mail from Sunset 
House, 496 Sunset Building, Beverly Hills, 
California. 

only give you 

50 Deep Sea Shell Treasures—$1 
Colorful, authentic treasures from the depths 
of tropical waters make original home dec- 
orator ideas. Convert lamps, picture frames, 
ash trays into stunning “originals.” Fasci- 
nating sea horse and starfish—miracles of 
marine life along with vivid, exotic shells. 
Many assorted sizes and colors. Perfect for 
aquariums, hobbyists and young naturalists. 
Postpaid only $1. Greenland Studios, Dept. 
R-5, Miami 47. Florida. 

Mrs. Arthur H. Robinson 
1035 Thurma! Avenue 
Rochester, New York 

1000 Name & Address Labels $1 
Any 3 different orders $2 ppd. Your name and 
address handsomely printed on 1000 finest 
quality gummed labels. Padded—packed with 
free, useful Plastic Gift Box. Use them on 
stationery, checks, books, cards, records, etc. 
Beautifully printed on finest gummed paper— 
1000 only $1. Special—Save Money! Any 3 
different orders $2. Makes an ideal gift. Satis- 
faction guaranteed or your money back. 
Handy Labels, 520 Jasperson Bldg., Culver 
City 1, California. 

Your Old Coat Into New Stole! 
I. R. Fox. fur specialist. 
worn fur coat into a glamorous new cape or 
stole. Remodeling service includes cleaning, 
glazing, repairing, new lining, interlining. 
monogram, $22.95* complete. (*mink, beaver, 
extras add'l.) Send no money! Just wrap up 
your old fur coat, mail it to us now. Send 
vour dress size and height on postcard. Pay 
postman $22.95 plus postage when new cape 
arrives. Or write for free style book. I. R. 
Fox. 146 W. 29th St., Dept. K-19, N.Y. 

restvles vour old. 

Up te $12.95 

in gift shops 

Made of hand blown glass, extra colorful and decorative. Imported 

especially for the “young at heart." These happy, captivating fellows 

are wonderful conversation pieces for your decorator shelf or table 

Each a tall 9 
Duro OLLI L 

mh 

-—_——— _ bamboo handled 
—{= STAINLESS 

. Ideal for indoor or outdoor use. Of 
high polish stainless with bamboo 
handles. 4 knives, 4 forks, 4 tea 

spoons, 4 tablespoons. $10.00 value 
3.69 16 pieces 

(4 place settings) 

WRITE TODAY for 1961 IMPORT CATALOG 
Featuring cultural art objects from the entire world. 

TO ORDER: Send check or M.O. ¥4 dep. with 
C.0.D.'s. All items sent freight or postage collect 

2263 E. VERNON AVE., Dept. R-51 
LOS ANGELES 58, CALIFORNIA 

WALLET PHOTOS 
Individually Die Cut to Size 22" x 3% 

30 embossed, round » deep sunk 
corner, countersunk paneledge 
panel-edge Wallet erounded 
Photos 2%2”%x3%”" Corners 
made from any photo 
up to S”’x7” — 
returned unharmed 

with your 30 photos 
for only $1.25 — or 
60 photos for $2.00 
postpaid. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. 60+0r$2.00 

FOTO PLUSLABS LaGaice 
Gen.P.0. Box 10-R,New York 1, N.Y. DiRuu aries) 

FULL COLOR 
9” x 12” 
prints by 

famous 
Arthur Penn 

Ready to 
hang or 

frame, for 
den, nursery 

or living- 

FOUR 
cincus 
CLOWN 
PRINTS $1.95 ppd. 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

THE MART, Box 818, Dept. R 
SUN VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 

GRANDFATHER CLOCK $3.98 
Charming EARLY AMERICAN 
replica . . . just like the ones 
Great, Great Grandma cher- 
ished so. 8” tall, has gleaming 
brass weights, pendulum, and 
secret compartment for wind- 
ing key. Handmade and Hand 
Painted, this clock has a spe- 
cial movement. Keeps perfect 
time. Give them as gifts or 
add a decorative touch to 
your home or office. They 
blend with any decor. Your 
choice of Ivory, White, Yel- 
low, Dark Green, Light 
Green, Dark Blue, Light Blue, 
Black, Red, Pink, Light 
Maple, Dark a, and Ma- 
hogany. Mailed Promptly 
UTY FREE AND POST- 

PAID from Europe to you. 
Guaranteed for one full year. 
Send only $3.98 (3 for 
$10.00) to Murray Hill House, 
P.O. Box 126, Dept. C-12-A, 
Bethpage, L. i N. Y. 

Day-n-Night Mailbox Marker "$1. 95 
Your name (or any wording up to 17 letters and 
numbers) gleams on both sides of your DAY-n- 
NIGHT Marker, in permanent raised letters that 
shine bright at night. Fits any mailbox—easy to in- 
stall. Rustproof aluminum, baked enamei finish; 
black background, white letters. Perfect gift for 
Father’s Day! Shipped within 48 hrs. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money back. Only $1.95 postpaid. 
Spear Engineering Co., 450-K Spear Bldg., Colo- 
rado Springs, Colo. 

FATHER’S DAY SPECIAL 
Baby’s First Shoes 
Bronze-Plated in Solid Metal 

only $3.99 a pair 
Limited time only! Baby's precious shoes 
gorgeously plated in SOLID METAL for 
only $3.99 pair. Don’t confuse this offer of genu- 
ine lifetime BRONZE-PLATING with painted 
imitations. 100% Money-back guarantee. Also 
all-metal Portrait Stands (shown at right), ash 
trays, bookends, TV lamps at great savings. 
Thrillingly beautiful. The perfect Gift for Dad 
or Grandparents. SEND NO MONEY! Rush 
name, address, for full details, money-saving 
certificate, handy mailing sack. Write new! 

AMERICAN BRONZING CO., BOX 6504-T, BEXLEY, OHIO 



LOPS * % STAOPS eas om andise im the 

JOIN THESE SUCCESSFUL MEN AND WOMEN OF ALL AGES! 

Make up to?1100 A MONTH 
Revealing HOLLYWOOD GLAMOUR SECRETS! 

SEND COUPON.. 

$250 in a WEEK! 
"$250 profits in a week 
after only 2 months 
with Studio Girl. Wish 
I'd answered your ad 

five years ago."* 

Gofirth, Denver. Colo 
Egnar 

. GET FREE SAMPLES 

$20,000 in a YEAR! 
“I grossed better than 
$20,000 last year. Ex. 
pect to hit $25,000 this 
year."’ 

Herbert Cotter, 
Taunton, Mass 

$100 in a DAY! 
“It’s a 

single day 

dreamed money could 
be made so easily.’ 

Rex Bennett 

real thrill tom 
pocket $100 profit ina ® 

Never § 

iy ene be ee 

$27.50 in an HOUR! 
‘The $27.50 profit an 

hour I made sure helps 
And I still have plenty 
of time to spend with 
my family.’’ 

Gladys Brownlee, 

HARRY TAYLOR, PRESIDENT 

~o> STUDIO GIRL . HOLLY Woop 

Put yourself in this big profit picture 

Send Coupon Today for 

M FULL DETAILS 

FREE SAMPLES 
I want you to have—FREE— 
the full story of the easy road 
to earning $25 a day or $5 an 
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Yale, and he said, “When I came here 
I believed in something, but that’s been 
knocked down, and now after three years 
I have nothing to believe in.” 

But young people like that are search- 
ing, really searching. think there is a 
hunger for faith and a spiritual interest 
on the part of youth today that didn’t 
exist even a generation ago. I get invita- 
tions from universities that wouldn’t have 
had an evangelist twenty years ago. 

I was at Vassar. for instance, and 
when I asked the president of the student 
body how many she expected to turn up— 
it was pouring rain—she said she hoped 
to have two hundred and fifty. Well, 
there were fourteen hundred. It turned 
into a discussion period, and think of 
answering questions for fourteen hundred 
college girls and faculty members! And 
these were hunger questions—we want to 
know—for two full hours. Next day I 
talked to them in smaller groups. Fifty 
would come in at a time, and I'd spend 
half an hour with them, and then another 
fifty would come in and ask questions. 

President Pusey of Harvard once said 
that American youth are searching for a 
creed to believe and a song to sing. I 
think that’s it. And I think that when 
they can’t find what they're looking for, 
they express their anger by going out and 
kicking over the traces. This is one of 

the reasons why there is so much juvenile 
delinquency today. I believe that delin- 
quency is partly the expression of a frus- 
trated religious search. 
Debbie: The trouble is that parents don’t 
emphasize religion in the home as much 
as they used to. Instead of the family 
being together, the mother works or is off 
somewhere and the child is left with a 
nurse or a maid, and there is no real feel- 
ing of unity and faith. My grandmother 

-we have four generations in our family 
-my grandmother reminisces about travel- 

ing by wagon or on horseback, and in 
those days they were always doing things 
together: they more or less had to. But 
now everybody can go his own way, so 
the family won't remain together unless 
you keep it consciously in mind and make 
it happen. 

Which is what I do with my children. 
I'm always with them because I get more 
joy from them than anything else in the 
world. They're very young—Carrie is four 
and Todd’s almost three—and there are 
important things for me to give them, in- 
cluding guidance into the kind of life I 
would like to see them lead. We go to 
Sunday school every week and we worship 
God in our home. And we have love in 
our home, great love. 
Dr. Graham: The most important thing 
we can give our children is love. Of 
course, my definition of love is a Biblical 
one. There are three Greek words for 
love, and each has a different meaning. 
One refers to the sensual type of love, 
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another refers to the friendship type of 
love and finally there is God’s love: that 
God so loved the world that He gave His 
only begotten son. This is a divine love 
that only God is capable of. And that is 
why Christ said, “Thou shalt love the Lord 
thy God with all thy heart, mind and 
soul.” Then he said, “Love thy neighbor 
as thyself.” But the average person can- 
not achieve this, cannot love his neighbor 
—truly love him—until he knows God. 
And when he comes to Christ, and I 
believe we come to Christ by repentance of 
our sins and by personal commitment to 
Him, then a miracle is performed in his 
heart. This, I believe, is the capacity 
God gives to love. 

This capacity to love is the answer, 
the basic answer, to parents and their 
children, to husband and to wife, for it 
lends a new dimension to love that we 
cannot experience until we really know 
Christ. I believe that IT love my wife in a 
dimension and on a plane that the average 
couple outside Christ cannot understand. 
There is a new capacity to love that God 
has given both of us, and this brings 
about a dimension of happiness and joy 
and trust and confidence and security that 
is really so fantastic | want to go out and 
grab people and say: “This is the answer!” 

The same is true in the matter of 
race. When I came to Christ I had been 
reared in the South with all the tensions 
and emotions that exist there. But when 
Christ came into my heart, I began to 
look at the people of other colors and 
other racial backgrounds through His eyes. 
I did not have the power to love these 
people, but He gave it to me, and there 
came a new dimension in my life, in my 
love. 

Now, just as you said, Debbie, this 
love that is given by God is the love we 
give our children. God helps and guides 
us in loving our children and in setting 
an example for them. 
Debbie: I’ve always felt a need for guid- 
ance, and I’ve always had that guidance 
when I most needed it. I don’t know 
what more I can do for my children than 
to raise them with a belief in God and 
the strength that comes from faith, the 
inner peace. In my life I have found that 
any time I was unhappy or faced difficul- 
ties, my faith gave me strength. I believe 
that no matter what your faith may be, 
no matter in which house you may walk, 

long as you have a belief in God He 
will lead you through whatever problems 
you may have. 

Because I’m an actress, for example, 
the unfortunate fact is that I have to give 
statements to the press when I would 
much rather not. I feel that I should be 
allowed the privilege of living my own 
life, without having to make public com- 
ments, but I’m not given that choice. | 
have to give statements to reporters. Then 
I ask God's guidance, and He helps me 
write or say what I have to say. 

It’s been my experience that whenever 
I had a deep resentment or a deep unhappi- 
ness and I felt one way, God would guide 
me to feel another way, His way, the right 
way. And then by not trying to hurt any- 
one else, by not trying to get back at 
anybody, but just trying to understand 
and give love in return, I found a peace 
and happiness that I would not otherwise 
have found for a long, long time, if I ever 
found it at all. I believe with all my 
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heart that | would never have found the 
happiness that I have today without God. 
I know it, I believe it, and I say it to 
anyone at any time. 
Dr. Graham: [| think that people every- 
where have sensed integrity, morality and 
all these other qualities in you that give 
you a great influence in the country. The 
things you've said here just underscore 
that for me. This also carries with it 
great responsibility, which I’m sure you 
are aware of. I think it’s wonderful; we 
need people like you who trust in God. 
Debbie: Well, that—my goodness—for 
you to say that is a great compliment to me, 
Dr. Graham, because I happen to be a 
follower of yours. It’s been a matter of 
principle with me that I don’t discuss 
religion, which after all is a_ private 
matter. But when Repsoox asked if | 
would meet with you, I said that I would 
consider it a true privilege to talk to a 
minister whom I believe is a messenger 
of God. 
Dr. Graham: You know, I don’t think 
God is going to honor us so much for all 
our activity as He is for our faithfulness 
in the place that He put us. Once you 
have come to Christ, I believe that every- 
thing you do is sacred. I believe that 
right here and now, this work is sacred 
in God’s sight in the sense that this may 
perhaps give some new patterns to people 
in their thinking. Whatever we do from 
the moment we come to Christ, all of our 
time belongs to God, all our money be- 
longs to God. We're only stewards of 
what we possess; He gave it to us. If He 
has given me the ability to speak, I’m a 
steward of that talent. Like everything 
else, it belongs to Him, and I don’t really 
have the right to decide what use to make 
of it. That’s the reason prayer is so im- 
portant, that I ask Him to guide me. 

If Jesus Christ is who He claims to 
be, then it seems to me that nothing else 
matters. I long ago decided that nothing 
else in life mattered to me except to dedi- 
cate myself to Him. Like you, Debbie, | 
long for privacy. I don’t want to be in 
the public eye. I don’t want to have my 
picture in the paper. I want to live 
quietly for Christ. But God has set me 
on a different path. 

Ten years ago, when the press first 
started in on us and we lost our privacy. 
my wife and I both resented it. We went 
through a genuine period of distress. But 
finally I understood that God had allowed 
it for a purpose. Now I find that doors 
open to me that don’t open for the average 
clergyman, so that I can talk to people 
about Christ and religion and people seek 
me out to tell me their problems, and this 
has given me an opportunity, you see, for 
God. 
Debbie: It’s an awful thing to lose your 
privacy, and I have to decide what to do 
about it. Of course, I’m not comparing 
my situation with yours. You don't per- 
form. You minister to the people and you 
present to them the words of God and 
your belief in Christ. My business is 
show business and I love it. I was born 
with a certain amount of ham in me, | 
guess, and I have to have an outlet for 
this something that’s been given to me— 
that I like to perform. I really want to 
stay in the business, but I don’t think I 
can pay the price too much longer. 

As long as you're in the limelight, 
you're going to be written about, and as 



long as your name is recognizable and 
your face, then your children will be 
recognizable, and they therefore will be 
in the limelight too. This does them no 
good. 

There’s an even worse problem, and 
I’m facing it right now. All around are 
these fan magazines printing untrue 
stories that quote you and say you said 
this and that, and you never said a word 
of it. Well, my children are too young 
to read these things, fortunately, but 
they're not going to be too young too 
much longer. Their friends too—one 
day their friends are going to say, “Oh, 
your mommy did this and your mommy 
did that,” and they'll repeat these untrue 
stories. I look upon this with great fright 
and horror, I really do! 

For me this poses. a tremendous 
problem. The first solution, which I 
think is the only right solution, would be 
for these magazines to print the truth. 
But that’s not likely to happen. Because 
when I’ve called to ask why they print 
the awful things they do, they say, “Be- 
cause they sell magazines. True stories 
don’t sell magazines but scandal stories 
do, so we write them whether they're true 
or not.” I couldn’t believe my ears when 
1 heard that, but that’s really what they 
told me. 

I have discussed this and thought 
about it at great length, and I find that 
the only way to protect my children is to 
get out of the business completely. I'll 
be giving up my professional happiness 
for my personal happiness. It’s not a 
loss, mind you, because one outweighs 
the other by far. 
Dr. Graham: The children of a celebrity 
have two strikes against them from the 
start, and this holds true in any com- 
munity, so that a minister’s child or the 
child of anyone who happens to be in the 
public eye must face all kinds of prob- 
lems. Just the other day my little boy— 
he’s only eight years old—he came home 
and told me that a few other children had 
made some ugly remarks about ministers 
and his father in particular. My little 
boy said, “Daddy, I just had to sock 
them.” Because of me, you see, he'd 
gotten into a pretty big fist fight. This is 
the kind of psychological problem other 
children don’t face. 
Debbie: I’ve tried to think of other ways 
to protect my children when they’re old 
enough to be hurt by other people, but | 
haven't found any. That leaves me with 
a decision to make, and I’ve made it. 
In five years I intend to quit show busi- 
ness for good. 

It’s different for you, Dr. Graham. 
Yours is a calling, a blessing. Mine is 
much easier to give up. And I’m a 
woman, so I can step back and become a 
mother only, and I can have my outlet 
in other ways. 
Dr. Graham: [ think that your concern 
for the welfare of your children, and your 
willingness to pay any price, to step aside 
if necessary, this is love, and your children 
are going to feel that. They're going to 
grow up, as the Bible says in the thirty- 
first of Proverbs, to call you blessed. 

My wife is given invitations every 
day to speak all over the country, but 
she almost never accepts. And people 
say. “Well, don’t you want to get out and 
speak?” 

(Continued on page 116) 
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Whenthe grocery clerk in a wop store in a town 
PART [= gold they used toown?” 

morning ‘You are not. You're more like the 
of April stirred Mary Hawley awake, manager. Don’t you keep the books 
she turned over to her husband and and bank the money and order the 
saw him, little fingers pulling a frog goods?” 
mouth at her. “You're silly,” she said. “Sure. And I sweep out and carry 
“Ethan, you've got your comical garbage and kowtow to Marullo.” 
genius.” She put her arms around him. 

“Oh, say, Miss Mousie, will you ‘‘Let’s be silly,”’ she said. “I do love 
marry me?” you. 

“Did you wake up silly?” “Okay,” he said, after a moment. 
“The year’s at the day. The day's at “That's what they all say.” 

the morn.” “I was going to tell you about the 
“I guess you did. Do you remember children.” 

it's Good Friday? Will Marullo let you ‘They in jail?” 
close the store at eleven?” ‘Now you're silly again. Maybe it’s 

“Darling chicken-flower, Marullois better if they tell you.” 
a wop. He probably won't show up at “Now, why don’t you—" 
all. I'll close at noon.” “Margie Young-Hunt’s going to 

“I've made you mad. I like you bet- read me again today.” 
ter silly.” “Like a book? Who's Margie?” 

“I am silly. Everybody knows that.” “You know, if I were jealous — I 
“You always mix me up. You've got mean, they say when a man pretends 

every right to be proud— Pilgrim Fa- he doesn’t notice a pretty girl —" 
thers and whaling captains right in “Oh, that one. Girl? She’s had two 
one family.” husbands.” 

“Would my great ancestors be “The second one died.” 
proud to know that they produced a “I want continued on the next page 
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St’ MMWmMER SE HOOLS & SUMMER SCHOOL CAMPS 

. . . 
Fairview Summer School (Girls) 

STINSON LAKE LODGE (BOYS) 
in N. H. All High School subjects for credit, review, pre- 
view. Remedial and developmental reading programs. Review 
for Coliege Boards. Coed activities, sports, tennis, sailing 
John R. Fitzgerald, 30 Hopkins Rd., Arlington, Mass. 

Chapel Hill Summer School 
ls: Grades 7-12. Coed: Grades 4-8. Advanced and re 

lew courses in regula ts, Also Remedial Enulish, 
Mathematics. Accredited. $575. for 8 weeks, June 25-Aug 
19. Riding, golf, tennis, archery, bowling, trips. Swinuning 
pool. Wilfred R. Clark, 327 Lexington St., Waltham, Mass 

Wassookeag School-Camp '3;\«". 
Accredited summer school on lake. Boys 10-19. Small 
classes in all subjects. Tutoring in remedial reading & 
math, Advanced peacemsant cours ses oueee vise 1 ty Aft- 
rnoons for aquatics and sports 5 5-24 

Lester A. May, 118—84th Street, ‘prockiyn, ‘i. SNew York 

Crestwood Hills 
Ithaca, New York 

A proven program of professional guidance and 
academic studies designed to develop your child’s 
abilities. Accredited college preparation. All 
sports. All-inclusive fee. Coed. 14-18. 

DR. WILLIAM SMITH, 53 Link Lane, Hicksville, New York 

Milford Summer School 
College preparatory courses for make-up, strengthening, or 
acceleration. Remedial Reading. Regular faculty. Very 
small classes. rst? Program of sailing, swimming, 
tennis. Grades 8 Session start June 28. Also winter 
school. Registrar. "Fe Milford School, Milford 3, Conn. 

he shires Cornwall Academy ™ 2%. 8s 
College Preparation Summer Session. Emphasis on learn- 
ing to study intelligently. Remedial instructions in English, 
reading, math. Dally counseling. Small classes. Full sports 
program, hobbies. 50 acres. Also Winter School, grades 7-12 
Johan R. Moran, Headmaster, Great Barrington, Mass. 

th Swumer Session Cheshire Academy  %"! Sumer Sesic 
Course adapted to-individual needs. Accredited. Make- 
up work, review, accelerated programs, preparation for 

fall college entrance. Regular Academy Faculty, Remedial 
instruction. Recreation & sports program includes swim- 

ming, golf, tennis. Arthur R. Sheriff, Hdm., Cheshire, Conn. 

MIDDLE ATL NTIc CAMPS 

Girts Boys 

i Lake Luzerne, N. Y. (near Pine Log Camp iit Gin’. Yin 2 
3 age groups. Well-qualified leadership. Private lake. Rid- 
ing & waterfront activities emphasized. Water skiing, sail 

ing. Tennis. Hiking Overnight trips. Arts, crafts, Tutoring 
Cabins, Moderate fee wth year. Br r ay Timlo. 
Barr R. Morris, Dir.. 5 Ten Eyck } sAvbany. 9 N.Y 

For Girls ¢- 17 
Lake George Camp On Be cutiful LakeUeorge 

Glenburnie, N.Y. Mile-long private shore. All water sports. 
95-acre woodland campsite. Little theatre—professional 
staff. Riding, riflery, tennis. arts, crafts. 3 age groups. Res- 
ident nurse, Brother camp—Adirondack for boys—-nearby 
Mr. & Mrs. John E. Donat. 6 Walnut Hill Rd. Orange, Conn. 

Farragut Naval Camps 
Summer of adventure on Toms River. Boys 9-16 inclusive 
in 2 age groups. Trips on 63-ft. flagshi rt land and water 
activities. Modern buildings. 2 gyms. 2 athletic flelds. Ap- 
proved summer school progrem available. Catalog. 
Farragut Naval Camps. Box KC. Toms River, New Jersey 

Boys 5 to 15 
Momoweta Mattituck, Long Island 
For younger boys. 88 miles from NYC. Fresh & salt water. 
Sailing, fishing, riflery. hobbies. Little League baseball. 
20 game sched. Tutoring. Overnight hikes. Protestant & Cath- 
olic services, & wks, £400; 4 wks. $225. Jim R. Mulvihill, 
Dir., 17 Libby Ave.. Pompton Piains, N.J. Tel: TEmple 5-7199 

Robin Hood Camp 
For Girls 7 to 16. Palisades Park, 1% hours 
NY¢ Land, water sport trailing, dramatics, music, 
nature, crafts. 4 wks. July or Aug. £150, 8 wka, $290. CIT 
prog: am. Bkit. R. Margaret Meeks Lembo, Camp ‘Director 

W.C.A., 30 Third Ave., Bkiyn. 17, N. Y. TR. 5-1190 

65 miles) 

Coceducational 

i For boys & girls 6 to High Valley Camp 5)". § sir 6 
try living in an environment which develops self-confidence. 
new skills. Activities: water sports, science, nature study 
gardening, arts & crafts, — ic qrametse 3 dancing. 
woodworking, riding 6 eks ar 2s™ 

rs. 3. C. Smyth, Clinton Corners, N. Y Coltax 6-362. 

. 
Pinecrest Dunes 
Salt Water Camp on Long Island, 
York City. Boys 5-16 in five divisions. All camp activities 

included in one fee, no extra charges. Booklet. R. Tom 

Ward, 33 West Dover St., Valley Stream, Long Island, N. Y. 

100 miles from New 

Roya—Girtis 

for H oO for Rip Van Winkle,::;, On-Ti-Ora ./*, 
Separate camps. Northern Catskills, Campers swim, ride, 
play tennis, and enjoy all popular sports and crafts on vast 
mountain playground. Expert staffs. Finest cunigment. 
Catholie chapels. For Ulustrated oualogs addres 

SOUTHERN CAMPS 

Boys 

Castle Heights Summer Camp 
For boys 7-14. Offering all facilities of Castle Heights 
Military Academy and Old Hickory Lake. All athletics in- 
cluding riding, golf, swimming in Altered water in modern 

*, physician, well-equipped hospital. For booklet 
Col, H. F. Armstrong. Pres.. Lebanon, Tenn. 

Deerwoode Camp for Boys ,,A¢"" 
mer school featuring a speed, exploratory, & remedial 
reading program under specially trained § instructors 

Camp prepares for leadership, sportsmanship, citizen 
ship aquatic & field sports. Mature leadership. For 
bkit., write: Camp Deerwoode, P.O. Box R, Brevard, N.C. 

Girtsa 

; For girls 7-1 Camp Rim Rock ,... "0.9". 
Al! usual activities with emphasis on the individual hav- 
ing fun and learning new skills. | counselor to ¢ 
campers. INCLUSIVE FEE +A = R 
hours of riding weekly) edited, 

Box 479: R. Winchester, Va. Miss Farley Massey. Dir.. 

Hendersonville, N. C. 
Ton-A-Wandah For girls 7-16 
In Blue Ridge Mountains. On a 500-acre estate 
private lake. Three age groups under mature, trai 
ers. All land and water sports. Riding, music, dramatics, 
art, dancing. Inclusive fee. Write for illustrated catalog 
Baxter Haynes. Director, Box R. Tryon. North Carolina. 

S@O°THWESTERN CAMP 

Cocducational 

Cowhey Camps, 790 Riverside Dr.. N.Y.C. Wadsworth 6- 1942 

Daily Riding Hilltop for Boys Daily Riding, 
Hill Manor for Girls ™e3¥-6\ 
On [wo — Riding, all — S water mporte inc. in 
tee. Prot services. Matu aff. 8 weeks 
R. E. Hiliman, Dir. 8618—110 St., ‘Richmond rm 18, N.Y. 

Nottingham Camps 
A summer of fun and friendship for boys & girls, 8-16 
Separate camps; 360 acres. All sports: riding, riflery. fi 
ing, sailing, golf. Pool. .~ —y— Summer school. 
tween Phila., Baltimore. N ake Bay. Catalog 
Norman C. Farniof. Director, ‘Box “740. Colora, Maryland 

VEW ENGLAND CAMPS 

Boys 

The Oldest Private Camp. Tist year 
Idlewil Lake Winnipesaukee, N. H. Boys—® div 

wks $525, 4 wks. $525. No extras. Riding. Sail 
s. canoe, mountain trips. Golf, riflery, archery, 

, water skiing, music, tutoring, Doctor, 
Also Teela-Wooket for Girls. Booklet 

L. D. Roys. 326 Otis Street. West Newton 65, Mass 

fCoceducatienatl 

A new experience for young adults 

Landspeter A forestry work camp. Small groups. 

expert supervision, plus sports, horse back riding, swim- 

ming, social activities, cultural and camping trips. Work- 

ing-Playing-Living-Learning. Mr. & Mrs. Ernest Peter, 
Windsor, Mass. New York Office: 11 Fifth Ave. GR 5-8670 

Fenster Ranch Camp—Tucson 
Thrilling western ranch camp for boys and girls, 6-16 
Starts June 5. Mexican and mountain trips, desert camp- 
ing. Stables, swimming pool Optic pel trips to Disneyland, 
Grand Canyon. For catalog w P. Fenster, Dir., G 
Fenster Ranch Camp, P. 0 Box 6230. Tueson, Arizona 

FAMILY?) CAMP 

Vermont vacation fun on 
Aloha Manor beautiful Lake Morey 
Family bungalows, rooms. Excellent food. Swim, fish, sail, 
hike. Near 4 golf courses. Tennis, Full camp pam 
yrs. 4 age units. Most one nm over 7 on 24 hr 
Canoe & Mt trips Booklet. ba ve 0222. 
Mrs. H. Gulick Pierce, Box Rr 31 E. 20 St.. N.Y.C. 10 

On 2 Dates Bay, Duxbury Chappa Challe ose fon, nam ti 
Balanced recreation-education program. be 
Latin, Developmental reading, ty 
a ge __ study sk lis. 
reporting. camp activities. Superior sailing. Cat. 
Vv. Carlis “Smith 8 Westfield St.. Dedham. 

Bordentown Military 
Summer School—Non-Military. Boys wate up subjects 
failed, prepare for college entrance exa take advan 
work. Grades 6-12. Individualized instruction. ae 
—s reading. Activities program. Six wee! 
begins July 9. Write: Box K, Bordentown. N. i. 

Summer School July 5—Auaust 30. 
Perkiomen Kors, grades 9-12. English, mathe 
matics, languages, science, history. Review, or earn two 
college entrance units. Keading- Ly my Fe Writing pro- 
gram (iith and 12th grade boys) July 5 ae 16, Fall 
term: September 18. Catalog: Dr. Ste 1. Roberts, 
Headmaster, Pennsburg, Aeoamtecsia. 

Hargrave Summer School-Camp 
June 15—August 9. Boys enjoy eight weeks of work and 
play Kemedial and accelerated ous in reading and 
academic subjects, Grades 5 tarone 12. Organized sports. 
including swimming. Write: Hargrave Military 
Academy, Box RS, Chatham, irginia, 

Wentworth Camp & School 
Boys 8% & over, Finest summer fun program and training 
under Academy personnel. Indian Tribe. 0; Mountain 
Camp. Riding, canoeing, wi fame. crafts, riflery. 
military Suctenel tutoring. Also E Jr. College. Write 
Wentworth Military Academy. 151 - Cain St. Lexington. Mo. 

MID-WESTERN CAMPS 

Boys 

Boys 8-15. Sail. Camp Northwestern Bs $25. Sai. 
water-ski on magnificent Lake Geneva. A.R.C. awards. 
Golf, tennis, soccer, riflery, baseball, riding, archery. 
crafts, Mature counselors. 18th season, Tutoring. Pro- 
gram for advanced study available. Write for catalog. 
35 South Lake Shore Drive, Lake Geneva. Wisconsin. 

Girls 

Clear Lake Camp 
Specialty—Aquatics: Swimming, Water- skiing, Aquaplan- 
ing, Sailing. Also Horseback Riding, wo Sports, Arts 
& Crafts, Nature. Rates—8 wks. $375, 4 wks. $200, 2 wks 

105. Personally supervised ve nie & dell A. Wee 
Blikken, 952 S. Grove Rd.. Yositanti, ich. 
SS SS em ee 

CHOOSE A SUMMER SCHOOL 
or School Camp offering developmental or 
corrective courses. Check the particular 
courses in which you are interested and fill 
out the coupon at the bottom of this column. 

(Please Check) 
.STUDY SKILLS. moe 

CREATIVE ARTS............ 

FRENCH DANCE, DRAMA......... 
MATHEMATICS MUSIC 

CHOOSE A SUMMER CAMP 
with program emphasis on activities of par- 
ticular interest to the camper. You may 
choose a program emphasizing: 

(Please Check ! 
TRIPS (For Teenagers)...... 

Reve & & oe 

READING 

ENGLISH 

WATER SPORTS 

RIDING CANOE 

FIELD SPORTS OVERLAND. 

WORK CAMPS (For Teenagers) 

Average tuition rates for 8 wooks | in , private 

camps range from $450—$750, summe 

schools $450—$900, trips around $1,000 
Please fill out this coupon fully if requesting 
information. 
NAME OF PARENT 

ADDRESS OF PARENT 

AGE OF CAMPER BOY 
GRADE IN SCHOOL 
LOCATION 

Ethel F. Bebb, 
Redbook’s Advisory Service 
McCall Corporation, 230 Park Avenue 

New York 17, New York 

GIRL 

HEALTH 
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Bows 

TENNESSEE 
Boys planning to attend engineering schools and 

colleges need thorough preparation. 
provides that foundation. Over 90% 

of graduates enter recognized colleges. 
Grades 8 through 12. Small classes, experienced teachers. 
Ample facilities; beautiful li4-acre campus. Two gym- 
nasiums. Athletics for all; swimming, wrestling. Summer 
School. 88th year. For catalog, address: Colonel 
Endsley, Jr.._ President. Box 182, Sweetwater. Tennessee. 

i ali Boys 4-14 Junior Military Academy "::,‘: 
military. Kindergarten—8th grade. Family life and affec 
tionate care. Food from our own farm. 12 months’ enroll 
ment includes 8 weeks at Camp Whooppee. Enter any 
time. Moderate rate giana year. Write for catalog. 

aj. Roy DeBerry, Box R. Bloomington Springs. Tenn. 

Castle Heights Military Academy 
R.O.T.C. High School, separate Jr. School. Prepares for 
College and Gov't Academies. 17 buildings. Non-profit. 
Swimming pool, golf, aviation —- School gna 
Camp. For “22 Points and cata addres 
H. R. Armstrong, Pres.. Lebanon cana  Washvilie). Tena. 

Millersburg Military Institute {°° 
Highest Army Rating (NDCC School). In_the Senet of 
the Bluegrass. Jr. H.S. (separate campus). Remedial, De- 
velopmental Reading. Sr. H ms ades 10-12. Postgradu- 
ate, College iy Portrait of Our a 2 
Col. Leslie “Biankenship, © Box 340, Millersburg. Ky. 

Carlisle Military School 
**Develops Manly Men’’—cultivates physical, mental, spir 
itual qualities. Grades 8-12. Band, swimming pool, golf. 
school dairy. Rate $925.00 plus uniforms. Colonel James 
F. Risher, President. For catalogue write Col. William 
R. Risher. Headmaster, Bamberg. 

Camden Military Academy 
Cultivates mental, physical, spiritual qualities. Grades 
9-12. Location, resort section Pine Hill Belt. Plant built 
by U.S Ps Sutmmnine, Bool Rate $990.00 plus uni- 
form. Col. James F. Risher, Pres. For catalogue write 
Colonel L. P. Risher, Headmaster. Box R, Camden. S. C. 

Georgia Military Academy 
For Quality Education 

for best colleges Successful preparation 
and Service Academies. Fully accredited. 
Grades 6-12. Small classes. Sports: two 
yms, pool. ROTC highest rating. 25 acres 
n suburb of Atlanta. Moderate inclusive 

fee. Est. 1900. Summer school. Catalog. 

Comdr. W. R. Brewster, Jr., Pres. 
Box 119-R, College Park, Georgia. 

Girts 

Averett College 
courses. Liberal Arts. Pre-professional. Merchandising. 
home ec., secretarial, med. sec’l. Piano, organ, voice 
drama, speech. Individual attention, small classes Sports. 

al, gym. Social program. Endowed. 102nd yr. Catalog 
urtis Bishop, President. 406 W. Main St.. Danville, Va. 

SOUTHWESTERN SCHOOLS 

Girls. Fully accredited Jr. 
College. Transfer, terminal 

Coceducational 

students by 50% 

Splendid <ovirenment excellent 
eueety, Chapel, Science Hall and Recitation Rooms. 

per School Grades 9-12. Junior School 5-8, separate bidgs. and housemothers. All 
a letics, bands, Glee Club. 63rd Year. For One Subject Plan Booklet and Catalog, write 

Dr. J. C. WICKER, Box 405, Fork Union, Virginia 

AILITARY Ue excapeny 
Our ONE SUBJECT PLAN of Study in Upper School has increased number of Honor Roll 

Develops capacity to concentrate. Strengthens foundation for college. 
. Highest Rating. 560 Acres. 16 modern buildings, 2 Swimming Pools 4 

health record. Separate buildings for 
Effective personal Guidance. 

MILITARY ACADEMY 
In Beautiful Shenandoah Valiey 
Thorough college preparation; 
fully aceredited. Individual guid- 

. Band, All sports. 2 gyms. 
Fine health record. Fire- 
buildings. Separate Junior proof 

Illus. Catalog write Sunt Xchool 
S.M.A., Box R-5, cate Va. 

BASIC COURSE BY 
U.S. ARMY iNSTRUGTORS. Founded 1860 

The Miller School of Albemarle 
Military. Grades 5-12. College preparatory plus industrial 
arts, iron and woodworking, auto mechanics, machine shop 
and electricity. Endowed. Inclusive rate $1200. Sports. Near 
Charlottesville. 83rd year. Also Camp Wahoo, Catalog 
Col. W. Hugh Flannagan, Dept. R, Miller School P.O., Va. 

Oak Ridge Military Institute 
110th year. High school, Junior college. Enrollment lim- 
ited to 200. Balanced program. Small classes, supervised 
study. Reading development. Sports. Band. U.S. Army 
ROTC. Address: Colonel T. O. Wright, Superintendent, 
Box R. Oak Ridge, North Carolina. 

Fishburne Military School 
A distinguished military school for the young man serious- 
ly concerned with making adequate preparation for college 
entrance. Accredited since 1897. Grades 9-12. Highest 
ROTC rating. Summer School. Write for catalog. Colonel 
E. P. Childs, jr., Box R. Waynesboro, Virginia. 

Hargrave Military Academy 
Fully accredited. College preparatory, general courses. 
Grades 6-12. How-to-study training; remedial & develop- 
mental reading; individual guidance. Christian influence. 
Separate Jr. School. All sports. Summer School. Est. 1909. 
Catalog. Col, Joseph H. Cosby, Pres., Box R, Chatham, Va. 

one 
Augusta Military Academy 
“The Friendly School.”’ Distinguished ROTC school in 
Shenandoah Valley. Jr. & Sr. Divisions. Boys Anes Ac- 
credited; graduates in leading colleges. All pool, 
gym. 1400 acres. Family owned since 1742. te > 81300. 
Catalog. Gen. C. S. Roller, Box R, Fort Defiance, Va. 

. Th 
Greenbrier Military School 
150 years 1961-62. School of Achievement. Grades 7-12. 
11.8. and ?.G. Dept. ROTC, 2300 tt. elev. White Sulphur 
Springs golf & swim pool. Summer Camp. Modern Gym & 
New Rifle Range. Band, Glee Club. For ed write 
D. T. Moore, Box R505, Lewisburg 5, West Virginia. 

Blue Ridge School for Boys 
Grades 8-12. Fully accredited. Thorough college prepara- 
tion. Small classes. Good study habits encouraged, Guid- 
ance. Religious environment. Healthful mountain climate 
Sports. Crafts. Six weeks Summer School. 48th year. Cata- 
log. Mrs. J. R. Sandifer, Box 1289-R,. Hendersonville, N. C. 

Georgia Military College 
Accredited Junior College. 4 years High School, 82nd year. 
Modern equipment. Personal guidance. Varsity and intra- 
mural sports. Quarterly registration— — ae March. 
ROTC—Highest Gov't rating. Moder ‘atalo; 
Write: Col. R. A. Thorne, Box R, Miltedgevilie, Georels 

tains. Winter at Hollywood-by-the-Sea, Florida. 
school plants, each with all facilities. 
Fully accredited preparation for all colleges. 
Also Post Graduate Dept. 
ROTC program. Progress GU ARANTEED 
Grades 8 through 12. Attendance from 57 states. 

Health and interest assured by Spring and Fall in Georgia moun- 
Two complete 

Outdoor sports year round. 
National recognition 

Constant association with selected teachers who live and eat with cadets. Weekly reports. 
all-inclusive fee. 

Catalog address. 
Reasonable 

GENERAL SANDY BEAVER, Pres., 

MILITARY ACADEMY 
6 MONTHS IN THE BLUE Ry 3 WINTER MONTHS NEAR sian etealNS MIAMI. FLORIDA 

Athletics for all. Outstanding record. 

Box 405-R, Gainesville 4, Ga. 

Gordon Military College 
Accredited Junior College. Also grades 8-12. ROTC trains 
for military or civilian leadership Supervised study 
Stimulating activities program. %50 acres. Golf, all sports, 
pool, $1095 inclusive rate. Founded 1852. Write for cata- 
log. Col. C. R. Harris, President, Barnesville, Georgia. 

In Arizona. A coed ranch 
Judson School school. Grades 1 to 12. College 
Preparatory. Accredited. Beautiful location in Paradise 
Valley near Phoenix. Healthful, warm climate. Small 
classes. Riding included in tuition. Tennis, swimming, 
pack trips, fishing, rodeos, riflery, music. 33rd year. Catalog. 
David R. Wick. Headmaster, Scottsdale. Arizona. 

Fenster Ranch School—Tucson 
Nationally known ranch school for boys and girls. Grades 
1-12. College preparatory. Superior facilities and staff 
Riding, swimming, other activities in warm, dry climate. 
Fully accredited. For catalog, write Mr. G. F. Fenster, Di- 

Florida site College 
DE LAND, FLORID. 
Accredited Junior a RIDA High School 

epreten only. Separate 2-yr 

College. Academic thoroughness 
° Reading program. y 

- Athletics, pool, gym. 
° nd. Glee Club. For catalog and 

a a a ie boten 
+ Col. Wi c. tiss. B.A., M.A. 

Registrar. pevand, Florida 

FARRAGUT 
rs COLLEGE PREPARATORY—NAVAL TRAINING 

Fully accredited. Prepares for all 
colleges and government acad- 

atalog. 
Admiral Farragut Academy 

zs Park St., N. 
ef St. Petersburg 3, Florida 

: . ene on 
Miami Military Academy = 32¢¢ 
School. Develops leadership, character. Fully accredited. 
College prep. Grades 5-12. Small classes. Boys learn to 
study. Sports, sailing; pool. 30 acres on Biscayne Bay. 
Moderate all-inclusive fee. 36th year. Summer School 
Comp. Catalog. 10604 Biscayne Bivd., Miami 38E, fie rector, Fenster Ranch School, P.O. Box 6230, Tucson, Ariz. 

MIDDLE ATLANTIC SCHOOLS 

Rows 

Admiral Farragut Academy 
Fully accredited. Grades 9-12. Prepares for all colleges 
and government academies. Testing and guidance for col- 
lege and career. Naval training. -Sports, band 
Camp and approved summer school. Catalo; 
Admiral Farragut Academy, Box K, Toms River. N. J. 

Peddi e ie Where Christian influences prevail and the 
development of character is combined with high scholastic 
attainment. A college preparatory school for boys, grades 
7-12. Fully accredited. All sports. Summer School. Just 
off New Jersey Turnpike (Exit 4%). For catalog, write: 
Dr. C. 0. Morong, Hdm., Box 5-F, Highstown, N. j. 

Coeducatienal 

. 
West Nottingham Academy =< 
Grades 7-12. Postgraduate. Thorough academic preparation 
through college-study-plan. Excellent guidance program. 
Varsity sports, golf. 80-acre campus. Midway Phila.- 
Baltimore. a 1744. Camp & Summer School. Catalog. 
Cc. W. Blaker, Th.M., Head . Box 14, Colora, Md. 

The Anderson School 
Year-round. Regents accredited. College preparatory and 
general courses. Grades 8-12. Emphasis on study habits. 
Expert guidance staff. Psychiatrist and psychologist. Small 
elasses. Activity program stressed. Est. 1924. Catal 
L. R. Gage. M.A.. Head iter, Staatsburg-on-Hudson, N 

ALLEY FORGE 
MILITARY ACADEMY 

‘At the Nation‘s Shrine’ Valley Forge, 
shrine of our freedom, has loaned its name 

to this fully accredited, distinguished Mil. Acad. and 
Jr. Coll. Small classes, highest agndemte standards. 
Prep. School, grades 9 thru 12 & Jr. Coll. All sports. 
Arty., Cav., Infantry, Band, Se ‘nior Div. ROTC. 

Catalogue. x R, Wayne, Pa. 

Carson Long 
Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, men- 
tally, spiritually. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for college and life. Grades 6-12. 125th year of 

character building. Overall charges, ‘$1400.00 
Box 18, New Bloomfield, Pa. 

Manlius Accredited. Grades 7-12 
a" ed 1869. Complete cations preparation. Found 

Highest U.S. Army rating for over 55 years. 126- 
acre campus. Deciegmental reading. Individual attention. 
Sports. New gymnasium. ‘Band. Summer Session. Catal 
Robert R. Weekes, The M School. Manli N.Y. 

Malcolm Gordon School 
A small school for boys 10-14 in a homelike atmosphere 
Prepares for leading Eastern secondary schools, Supervised 
study. Ice-hockey, team sports. New gymnasium. 
overlooking West Point. 50 miles N.Y.C. F 

David R. Gordon. Garrison-on- Hudson, New York 

° one ‘ 
Peekskill Military Academy }2% 
College Preparation; Cadets earn privileges and freedoms 
commensurate with their academic records, Students ad- 
vance in each subject according to ability under skilled 
teachin Enter at 8th, 9th or 10th grades. Write 

. Peekskill Military Academy, Peekskill 15. N. Y. 

Girls 

. 
Grier School 
In the Alleghenies. Accredited College Preparation and 
General Courses. Well-rounded school life for girls, grades 
9-12. Music, Art, Dramatics, Typing. Exceptional Riding. 
Winter, team sports. 1000 acres. Gym. Poo]. 109th yr. Catalog. 
Mr. & Mrs. Thomas G. Grier, Co-Heads, Box 85, Tyrone, Pa 

i college preparatory school for 
Linden Hall 4 girls. Fully accredited for college 
entrance. Also general program with Music, Art, Dramat- 
ics, Secretarial Studies, Home Economics. Founded 1746. 
Endowed. Moderate Tuition. Riding. Swimming. Easily 
accessible in S.E. Pennsylvania. For catalogue, address: 

Byron K. Horne, D.D., Box 30, Lititz, Pa. 
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Boys 

ST. JOHN'S 
MILITARY ACADEMY 

Where boys become self-confident men 

Accredited college preparation fer 

the famous St. John’s System. Gr 

7-12. Inspired teaching. Small classe 
individual attention. Reading Clinic 
ROTC. Fireproof dorms, hospital, chap- 

ei. All sports, including crew. Summer 

Camp. 77th year. Catalog. Dir. of Ad- 

miss Box iSi wi sin. 

Northwestern Military & Naval 
Academy Episcopal-related college prep. militars 

school — shore campus. Est 
Accredited. Small classes. College Board center. Expert 
guidance toward pcos college choice. ROTC. Sports. New 
gym. Catalogs. 35 S. Lake Shore Rd., Lake Geneva. Wis. 

Shattuck School Boys “Grades 9-12 
Balanced educational, religious, military program. Prepar 
atory, general courses. Small classes, Sr. Basic ROTC 
Sports for all. Gym, armory, pool, golf course. Many activi 
ties. Episcopal. E 1858. Summer School-Camp. Catalog 
Director of Admissions. 614 Shumway Hail, Faribault, Minn. 

Onarga Military School 
Trains for character. Individual study program; healthful. 
homelike living. Accredited, Saree, preparatory, business 
courses. Small classes. Guidance. 7 Grades 7-12, 2 «yms; 
indoor pool. Sports, activities. Low tuition. Chicago 85 
miles. Catalog: Col. L. R. Adams, Box R, Onarga, Illinois 

one 
Western Military Academy 
Develops a desire to succeed. Emphasis in self-confidence 
sgif-direction, how-to-study. Small classes, guidance 

Grades 7-12. Career analysis. Jr.-Sr. R. O. T. C PL 
letics: riding, pool. 83rd_year. Near St. Louis. Catalog. 
Col. Ralph B. Jackson, Supt.. Box R-5, Alton, “itinots, 

Thorough aca- Howe Military School "ors sc: 
spiritual environment. Accredited college preparatory, busi- 
ness. Potential Achievement Rating gives each boy a goal. 
Small classes. Jr. school. Sr. Basic ROTC. Sports. New 
dorms, pool. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Summer Camp. ¢ mtaieg 
Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., 551 Academy Place. Howe. Ind. 

Missouri Military Academy 
and Separate Junior School 

73rd year. Grades 5-12. Fully accredited. Essentially col- 
lege preparatory. Senior ROTC. Friendly, inspiring teach- 
ers. Small classes. Strong Guidance Program. All sports. 
30 acre lake. 5 athletic flelds. 226 acre campus. Catalog: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, 351 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 

Wentworth Military Academy 
Thousands of business and professional leaders started her« 
4-yr. High School; separate 2-yr. College. Accredited. Sr. 
ROTC. C flying. Modern bidgs., country club. Sports 
for all; pool. Summer school, younger boys’ camp. S2nd yr. 
Col. J. M. Sellers, 151 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 

Girts 

Kemper Hall 
Gives girls mental, spiritual, social and physical training 
for gracious, successful living. College preparation: Jr. 
High. Fine Arts including Ceramics. Small Classes. Rid 
ing, Swimming, Hockey, etc. 91st Yr, Under direction of 
Sisters of St. Mary(Episcopal).Write Box R, Kenosha, Wis. 

Coeducational 

i College preparatory. Coedu- Elgin Academy (olsen inten Tia Sati 
classes. Strong faculty. Students achieve individual PAR 
goals through personalized guidance. Music, drama. Bal- 
anced activities, sports for all. Gymnasium, e pool, 
art gallery. Modern dormitories. Endowed Est. 1839. 
Catalog. J. M. Th 225 y Pi. Elgin, ti. 

YW ENGLAND SCHOOLS 

Roys 

RCESTER 
ACADEMY Est. 1834 

Boys prepared to meet increasingly difficult col- 
lege entrance requirements. Many graduates 

enter engineering and scientific schools, Grades 8-12. Pref- 
erence given to younger students as college pressure re- 
quires thorough preparation. Only a few well-qualified 
one-year boys accepted. National enrollment. Teams in all 
sports. Gym.. swimming pool, track. Activities. 

liam S. 
101 Providence Street 

+ a0 
Worcester, Mass. 

Girts 

Rogers Hall 
69 years of New England 
Thorough college preparation. General course with elec- 
tives in secretarial training, music, art, Lg All 
sports including riding. Swimming pool. Catak 
Mrs. Katharine W. MacGay, Box R, Lowell, Massachusetts. 

Newport School 5... gise—on ine sea 
Prepares for leading colleges. Superior staff. Classes of 
4 to 10 students. Study skills stressed. Grades 8 through 
12. Enrollment limited. All sports. Equipment un- 
surpassed. New York City Representative—TE 8-0948 

P. 0. Box 471-R, Newport. Rhode isiand 

Coeducationail 

The Bement School Bors, d Girls 
Delightful country boarding school. Thorough academic 
training for leading secondary schools. Small classes. Art 

music. Excellent supervision. Soccer, field hockey, 
skiing, ice hockey and baseball. Katharine F. Bartlett & 
Mary Harriman Drexter, Dirs.. Box R, Deerfield, Mass. 

traditions. Near Boston. 

(Continued from page 113) 

And Ruth answers, “God has given me 
a little congregation of five. My family 
is my congregation; this is a gift from 
God, and this is my responsibility.” 

Now, children need time with their 
parents. Not long ago a man wrote and 
told me that he had been neglecting his 
son, that he wasn’t close to the boy, and 
the boy was in a shell. The boy’s teacher 
told the father that the child was suffer- 
ing some kind of psychological problem, 
and the father felt convicted by this. At 
Christmas, instead of giving the boy a toy, 
he gave him a note. “Son,” he wrote, “I 
pledge myself to spend one hour every day 
with you alone. and two on Sunday.” 
The boy threw his arms around his father 
and cried and said, “Daddy, that’s the 
finest Christmas present I ever got.” 

In the days of the Old and the New 
Testament, and in many parts of the 
world today, all life centers around the 
family. God has committed me to a 
distant path on many occasions. But 
what a tragedy it would be in my case to 
travel around the world and lose my own 
family! 

I have known many ministers who 
have tried to reach others and yet have 
lost their own. I talked to a man who is 
the son of a very famous preacher. The 
son told me that not one of his sisters or 
brothers is really committed to God today, 
all because of the father’s neglect of his 
family. 

The danger that I face in my own 
home is that my little boy might someday 
say, “I never had much of Daddy,” and 
he might turn and blame God for that— 
Daddy was so busy, God called him here, 
there and everywhere. We are doing our 
best to make sure that this never happens, 
and we believe we are succeeding, that 
he is growing spiritually. But I have 
been unable to give my children the time 
I would like to, and if they grow up right, 
all the credit will go to my wife because 
she has been father and mother. 
Debbie: If you can’t give the time to your 
children that you think you should, that’s 
because you're giving to other mothers 
and fathers the strength they need to be 
able to help their children. And fortu- 
nately your wife, as you say, is a wonder- 
fully capable woman. Can she take care 
of discipline too? 
Dr. Graham: Both Ruth and I believe 
that next to love, a child’s most urgent 
need is for discipline. Without it, they 
lose their security. I remember when one 
of our daughters was very small, Ruth 
found her crying and asked why. “Be- 
cause you don’t love me, Mommy,” my 
daughter said. And when my puzzled 
wife asked what gave her that idea, my 
daughter said, “You've spanked every- 
body else lots of times, but you haven't 
spanked me in a long time!” 

Children need the security of disci- 
pline, and the Bible definitely teaches 
chastening. I think there are different 
ways to discipline, of course. We have 
one child that we've never spanked, be- 
cause she never needed it—you just spoke 
to her and it would break her heart. For 
another, physical punishment was the only 
discipline that seemed to work. She wrote 
to us from boarding school the other day 
and—lI guess she’s gotten a hundred spank- 
ings—she wrote and said, “Mother, thank 
you for every one of them.” And she said, 

“My only regret is that you didn’t give 
me more.” 

Now, the other day one of our daugh- 
ters had to make a serious choice in 
school. She had to decide whether to 
go along with the crowd in a situation 
that she thought was questionable. She 
never came to us for advice; she made her 
own decision. And she and one other girl 
were the only two to take a stand. Well, 
this kind of courage helps convince us 
that our training pays off. 

It’s not just discipline, either. There 
must be example. It’s no use saying, 
“You ought to pray.” when the children 
never see their parents praying. It’s no 
use saying, “Believe in God,” when the 
children never see their parents trusting 
God for anything. Children learn by 
watching. It’s the example you set that 
means everything. 
Debbie: My children are still so young 
that I haven’t had too much to worry 
about in bringing them up. I know I 
don’t want to spoil them. The trouble 
is that this just doesn’t happen naturally. 
Now, in some countries—I was in Korea, 
and there, for instance, you'd see a seven- 
year-old taking care of the five-year-old 
and the five-year-old might carry a littler 
one on his back, and they’re all going 
down the road to a hut that’s the size of a 
small closet, and maybe the mother’s 
having another baby. So the life they 
lead teaches them a lot about taking care 
of themselves and others and how to make 
the most out of whatever they’ve got, even 
if what they’ve got happens to be next to 
nothing. 

Now, this is what we all have to be 
able to do. It’s easy to get along when 
we've got practically everything we want, 
but could we keep going if we lost it all? 
I think I could. I have a conviction about 
life and a feeling of strength that comes 
from my belief in God, and this is what I 
want my children to have. 
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But | lived a different life as a child 
from the kind my children will live. I 
was never raised with money. My family 
never had much. We didn’t live in a hut 
like those Korean children: we had a 
home. 

But there was never anything left over 
after payday, and we bought everything 
on the time plan. My brother and I never 
had any allowance. But we always had 
great happiness in our home, and we lived 
a normal life. My mother, I felt, was a 
very good mother, and she brought us up 
with what she calls common sense, which 
is really uncommon sense because not 
many people seem to have it. Anyway, 
she taught us to look at things in a very 
realistic way, to make the most of what 
you have. 

I won’t spoil my children, and I want 
them to be realistic too. But it’s hard. 
How am I going to do that? I say there 
isn’t any clear answer for me yet. After 
all, we live a rather good life. My 
children will be raised in a home where 
there will always be help, and they are 
going to be used to comfort. My hope is 
that I'll be able to teach them how to 
appreciate those comforts and not just 
take them for granted. 

Now, there are certain families that 
we know about that need help. They 
live in tenements, and they're either on 
relief or just on the borderline. Through 
our church, we visit these families and 
bring them what we can. My little four- 
year-old, if she gets a new doll, she'll say, 
“Mommy, let’s fix up my old doll and I'll 
take it to the poor children.” She knows 
that not everybody lives the way we do, 
and she knows that we want to do what- 
ever we can for people who are less 

fortunate. 
But how will it be when my children 

grow older? How will I help them get a 
realistic view of the world we live in? | 
don’t know. I will simply have to raise 
them the best way I can. 
Dr. Graham: I agree one hundred per 
cent with what you say, Debbie. How 
should we raise our children, living as we 
do in such an affluent society? We face 
the same problem in our home with our 
five children. My children live with 
luxuries that weren't dreamed of in my 
childhood. 

You take television, for example 
it brings films into the home every day. 
When I was a boy we went perhaps once 
every two weeks, on Saturdays, to the 
movies. And now it’s in the house every 
day. How do you handle it? What rules 
do you make? 

For a while Ruth and I thought we 
would have no television at all. But rather 
than have the children go to a neighbor's 
home to watch it, we decided to get our 
own set.. Then we found it difficult to 
regulate because the children wanted to 
watch all kinds of things. So we made an 
iron-clad rule: They could watch televi- 
sion half an hour a day, choosing their 
own programs but under our supervision, 
and on Friday and Saturday nights they 
can watch for an hour. We have no tele- 
vision on Sunday; we keep an old-fash- 
ioned Sunday. 

Our aim is to try 
sion so that it has its finest impact. In 
this as in other things, we want our chil- 
dren to learn to exercise choice; we want 
them to use discrimination, to select the 

to regulate televi- 
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best 

best activities. 
Debbie: Carrie 

programs, the best literature, the 

watches Captain 
Kangaroo in the morning, and then car- 
toons for half an hour in the evening. 
But one day she walked in when a war 
picture was on, and I waited to see what 
she would do. She watched these sub- 
machine guns going off and all, and then 
she turned around—you could tell she was 
shocked—and she said, “Mommy, God 

wouldn’t like those bad men doing that.” 
was so astonished, I looked at my 

husband and he looked at me, and I said, 
“Isn't that beautiful?” It actually 
brought tears to my eyes. Maybe it 
wouldn’t have meant so much to me if I 
hadn’t had my own experiences. When I 

very young, I didn't know anything 
about war and certainly never dreamed 
I'd be involved in it. Then came the 
Korean War, and I saw my friends being 

killed. 
I was entertaining over in Korea, and 

I'd announce before the show, “Is Corpo- 
ral or Sergeant So-and-so out there?” 
This would be somebody I'd grown up 
with, and we'd get together so they —_— 
take our picture, and we would talk and 
laugh and remember school days and all 
that. And by the time I got home, some 
of .those boys were dead. Then I'd go 
see the parents, and I would take along 
the picture, which was al! that was left— 

just 

was 

and | knew little better what war was 
about. 

And this is the world our children 
will have to learn to live in. 
Dr. Graham: You can’t have peace in a 
world in which there is no peace in the 
human heart. As long as there is hatred 
in the world, there is a possibility that 
someone is going to pull that trigger. 
And with the modern weapons we now 
have, | have to agree with Bertrand Rus- 
sell, the British philosopher. He said that 
forty years from now, he doesn’t give a 
fifty-fifty chance that one person will be 
alive on this planet unless we can some- 
how solve the problem of the human 
heart. 

Now, Christ always 
a minority would believe on Him. He 
never thought the whole world would 
voluntarily follow him. and history bears 
this out—just think of the demographic 
problem. The world is increasing by 
twenty-five million people a year, and 
Catholics and Protestants together are 
only reaching two million of them. Just 
reaching them. So we're losing. We're 
a shrinking minority. 

Then how is God 
this? 

I know that this sounds fantastic to 
many, but more than three hundred times 
in the New Testament it talks about the 
second coming of Christ. As many Ortho- 

taught that only 

going to resolve 

dox Jewish people are looking for the 
Messiah, so the Orthodox Christian is 
looking for Christ to come. He will be 
the Messiah of the Jew, to be sure, but 
also the Christ of Christianity. 

I believe He is coming back and will 
set up His kingdom. Then we will have 
an era of peace and righteousness and 
justice. Then all the rights and wrongs 
of the world will be settled. 

This is the teaching of the Bible. 
When He will come. I do not know. It 
may be a thousand years. The Bible says 
that a thousand years is a day with the 
Lord, and a day is a thousand years. 

For now I live with this faith, and I 
live to please God. Senator Neuberger 
once said, “I found I was not prepared 
to live until IT was prepared to die.” And 
Tom Dooley, in his letter to the President 
of Notre Dame just before his death, said: 
“IT know I’m dying. and all the things of 
the world seem to be fleeting now. The 
thing that really counts is God and my 
personal faith in Him.” 

Nothing else counts. I have to talk 
to too many people who are dying of can- 
cer and other illnesses ever to forget this. 
And one of these days I will be on my 
deathbed, and | will face the same truth. 

If we can live all our lives as prepara- 
tion for the moment when we are going to 
meet God, this is the important thing. 
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Once she had wanted to be fully honest with her husband. 

But he would never listen-until they both discovered that 

the past mattered less than their young daughter’s future 

the 

GOLOEn 
charm 

by Anne Sayre 

May hung in the air that day; time had been arrested in 
late afternoon, in honey-colored light that carried the 

honeyed scent of the summer’s first blooming. It was a 
beautiful day, made for sun and leisure, for things that 
were not ordinary and routine; therefore Laura Travers 
sat in a deck chair in her garden and held a book before 
her eyes. 

My heart is like a singing bird 
Whose nest is in the water’d shoot; 

My heart is like an apple-tree 

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit; 
My heart is like a rainbow shell 

That paddles in a halcyon sea; ... 
Because the birthday of my life 

Is come, my love is come to me. 

She read Christina Rossetti’s words for the second time 
and then dropped the book in her lap. It was beautiful, 
Laura thought—no doubt it was very beautiful. But all 
the same, it was nonsense. This lovely day was her birth- 
day, and she had bought the anthology of poetry as a 
private present for herself—chosen, she supposed wryly, to 
counteract with romance the reality of years. But now a 
thirty-ninth birthday seemed the wrong occasion to celebrate 
with poems. Everything she had read had seemed oddly 
inappropriate, as if no poets in the world had ever been 
concerned with her: a woman aged thirty-nine, a wife, a 
mother. Their words sang and wept across the pages, end- 
lessly talking of love—but of youthful, aching, newborn 

This novel, like all other novels printed in Redbook, is pure fiction and intended 

as such. It does not refer to real characters or to actual events. If the name of any 
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love that despaired of fulfillment. Nobody had troubled to 
write down the later, lyric pleasures. 

She smiled up at the sun, mocking herself. It had 
been a mistake to think that thirty-nine was an age still 
touched with the illusion of youth, ripe for poetry. She 
would have done better to buy a new hat or spend an after- 
noon at the hairdresser’s. The sweet songs of young love 
had left an absurd uneasiness in her mind, a chilly hint of 
age and deprivation. And that was nonsense, Laura 
thought. She could stretch in the sun, loving the feel of it 
on her body; she could look around her with the pleasure of 
a woman nourished on sufficiency. I have enough, she 
thought, and the words illuminated her with delight. No 
water'd shoots, no singing birds, no rainbow shells on 

haleyon seas (wherever they might be), but visible, better 
things—Med and the children, the nice old-fashioned house 
with the wide porch, and more than anything, a love so 
deeply rooted and so gradual of growth that it had not only 
sweetness, but the strength and solidity of a living thing. 

She laughed out loud to think that no one would ever 
write a poem about these things. 

“Lucky you,” said Mary Ellen Willis, looking over the 
fence that separated the Willises’ garden from the Trav- 
erses. “Imagine laughing on your birthday! Every time I 
rip a leaf off the calendar | burst into tears. I’m coming 
over. I’ve got a present for you.” 

The gate in the fence had been set there in the days 
when the children were young; no one had ever bothered 
to remove it. Mary Ellen latched it behind her and dropped 
into a deck chair, moaning. “These chairs, when I’m 
getting so fat! I need a derrick to get out of one. Don’t 
you ever put on weight?” 

“I don’t seem to,” Laura said, and held out her hands 
to catch the small parcel Mary Ellen tossed at her. “I 
didn’t expect a present, you know. It’s sweet of you.” 



“Tt isn’t sweet. I think I meant it to be nasty. You 
know—to remind you that you're getting old along with 
the rest of us.” Mary Ellen grinned. “But honestly, Laura, 
you just don’t look it. I wish I knew the secret.” 

“There isn’t one.” Laura frowned. “I don’t feel old. 
In some ways, I feel younger than when I was first married. 
I don’t know—I guess it’s because I’m happy.” 

“Big news. Well, I’m happy too, but it doesn’t seem 
to act as a preservative.” Mary Ellen cocked her-head at 
Laura cheerfully. “Of course, I never was a beauty like 
you, but that doesn’t mean anything. I mean, think of all 
the raddled hags you see who used to be beautiful. By and 
large, plain girls wear better. But you're an exception to 
every rule.” 

“Blarney.” Laura pulled tissue paper from the parcel. 
“Oh, Mary Ellen—this really is sweet.. Thank you.” 

“That’s what I mean, really.” Mary Ellen pulled a 
package of cigarettes from the pocket of her skirt and 
lighted one with a dramatic flourish. “Anybody else would 
have got pot holders or an apron or a cookbook, but when 
I think of you, | think of perfume. Well, sprinkle a little 
behind your ears when Med takes you out to dinner— 
I suppose he is taking you out to dinner tonight?” 

“To the Lakeshore Inn, I think.” 
“Golly! Dancing. Champagne. On my last birth- 

day, Jack was sick in bed with the flu and I celebrated 
the great event sharing tea and toast with him.” Mary 
Ellen. sighed and gazed about her appreciatively. “Honest- 
ly,” she said, “every time I look at your house I die with 
envy. All those closets...” She sighed again. “How 
long have we been ne ighbors ?” 

“Um—fifteen years, isn’t it?” 
“Must be, or thereabouts. And all these years I’ve 

envied you and I still like you.” Mary Ellen smiled lazily. 
“Of course, you’re an eternal mystery... .” 

“Oh, honestly!” Laura tipped back her head and 
laughed. “After fifteen years? When you know I’m as 
mysterious as—as any suburban wife and mother? Mary 
Ellen, you're out of your mind.” 

“No, I’m not. You really are.” Mary Ellen frowned. 
“You're not at all like the average local female. I don’t 
know what it is, but you just don’t make me think: Ah-ha! 
Typical suburban wife and mother! You make me think— 
oh, I don’t know, about something glamorous. Some 
wonderful, faraway world of handsome men and beautiful 
women and expensive clothes and parties with conversation, 
not just talk. Therefore I rush out and buy perfume for 
your birthday instead of a cookbook. It’s very funny.” 
Mary Ellen widened her blue eyes naively. “I mean, Med’s 
like the rest of us; it’s you who is different. I’ve never 
really understood Med and you. Another mystery.” 

Laura shook her head pityingly. “You really are out 
of your mind, Mary Ellen. After fifteen years of livin 
next door, you can sit there and babble this Bist 
Look, I’m an average woman with a wonderful husband 
and two splendid children——” 

“Oh, sure. The ideal marriage,” Mary Ellen agreed. 
“I don’t deny it. You and Med don’t ever fight. But 
when you start this ‘average’ stuff, I swear I think you're 
trying to talk yourself into it! Well—” she dropped her 
cigarette on the grass and put it out with her heel—“it’s 
time you were taking your shower and prettying yourself 
up for a night on the town. Have fun, happy birthday, 
and wear the perfume in good health, Lovely. 

“] will. And thank you. And—Mary Ellen?” 

“You ought shinait,; one siuap ° to see @ psy ist. You're !” 
Mary Ellen laughed and went through the gate. 
Alter she had. gone Laura sat quietly for .a moment, 

frowning. A mystery,<Mary Ellen ad said—but that was 
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silly; what lay forgotten in the past was not a Secret. And 
contentment was not a lucky trick. It was fought for, 
brought into being in difficult birth. The long struggle 
might be invisible and silent but it was nonetheless real. 
No, she thought, she and Med didn’t quarrel, because Med 
was never a man for easy words, hot or cold. And she her- 
self had found some words difficult, because she had learned 
they were two-edged and sharp as swords for giving pain. 

They had made their happiness, therefore, without 
comment or explanation; and being young had been, for 
them, nothing at all of the poet’s glib agony. But that was 
long ago; happiness achieved requires no commentary. 
Smiling now, Laura picked up the book of poetry and gave 
it a pitying look. Humming, she went into the house. 

She lay in her bath, that first leisurely preparation 
for the evening of celebration, and sniffed the lavish scent 
of bath salts. I am happy, she thought, with a suddenly 
renewed sense of the miraculous. Happiness was created; 
an unpromising beginning did not matter in the end. Yet, 
though armed with the secure present, she never thought, 
if she could help it, of the beginning, of the time of being 
young or of the first days of marriage. Life had begun 
for her, she thought with surprise, not in the beginning 
where most people’s lives began, but later, much later. 
And perhaps that was why happiness still had an odd 
quality of freshness, as if it were something to which she 
could not become accustomed. The poets are wrong, she 
thought. It isn’t just what you feel when you’re young 
that counts. You can have two chances. 

The idea came to her with the feeling of discovery, 
and she thought that she must remember sometime to tell 
Angie. And then she laughed out loud because she had 
discovered another pleasure—having things to tell to a 
daughter who was on the verge of growing up. . . 

“Mother!” Angie’s voice echoed through the house, 
and the private moment dissolved for Laura into present 
reality. She climbed out of the tub and reached for her 
robe. “In the bathroom, dear,” she called, and Angie’s 
breathlessness outside the door made Laura smile. It was 
difficult to believe that-Angie was currently practicing a 
languid sophistication of behavior that she thought appro- 
priate to the advanced age of seventeen, because so many 
things could shatter the poised surface and show the child 
beneath. But Angie had been from birth a child of extraor- 
dinary extremes—laughing intensely at infant pleasures, 
howling ferociously at infant woes—and being at times so 
terrifying in her emotional fluctuations that Med had been 
relieved when Buzz was born and had proved himself at 
once to be a naturally conservative baby, steady as a well- 
rooted young tree. Buzz and Angie: no two children of 
the same parents could have been less alike, Laura thought. 
And it wasn’t that she loved Angie more than she loved 
Buzz; it was only that, somehow, she recognized Angie. 

But recognized what? The look of impatient ecstasy 
she saw on Angie’s face now? The wide, dark eyes that 
seemed, even when bright with joy, never far from tears? 
Angie had never been an easy child; but it was something 
else, Laura realized, that made her observe Angie almost 
uneasily at times, as if aware of some identity she did not 
like to explore, some reminiscent quality better left unex- 
amined. As if I were once like her, Laura thought, and 
then brushed the thought away. Angie was a happy child, 
which she herself had never been; and surely there was 
no desperation in the soaring flights of Angie's émotions,- 
but only some inborn seeking after expression. 

Angie -had flung 
Sa Tig -and:excitement made her almost inéoherent,, 

oh, Mether—guess what's happened!” ; 

Laat axe Lens tik, ten 
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“I couldn’t possibly,” Laura said, and reached for 
her hairbrush. “From the way you look, you must have 
inherited a million dollars.” 

But Angie’s seriousness brushed the joke aside. “I’ve 
got it,” she said, and her voice shook with her intensity. 
“Mother, I’ve got it! Miss Pollard told me this afternoon.” 

“Got what, darling?” To Buzz, Laura thought, she 
could have said something teasing: “Got what—measles?” 

But then, Buzz would never suffer any excitement as 
intense as Angie’s. Laura turned to give her serious 
attention. “What have you got, Angie?” 

“The scholarship!” 
Laura frowned. “Of course, dear. The college noti- 

fied us last month.” 
“Not that scholarship.” Angie sat up so abruptly 

that she appeared to be rising in the air. “I mean the 
scholarship to the Country Theater Workshop. Miss Pollard 
had a letter today.” In an instant Angie crumpled, leaning 
forward to hug her knees broodingly. “I can’t believe it,” 
she said, her voice hushed and awed. “I simply can’t 
believe it. Mother, what if I don’t make good? What if it 
turns out that I can’t act at all? I’m scared to death!” 

“Darling.” Laura put down her hairbrush and stared 
at it unseeingly. “I think you'd better begin at the be- 
ginning. Is this the thing Miss Pollard spoke to you about 
last fall? You haven’t breathed a word about it since. I 
thought—” She paused, words dying unspoken: | thought 
you'd forgotten. I thought it was a danger that had 
passed—and that I could breathe easy... . r 

She looked at Angie, whose face had been transformed 
into a mask of fear. “I’ve been scared to say a word. 
I’ve been scared even to think about it. I mean, it’s the 
most important thing that’s ever happened to me———” 

“Tell me.” Laura sat very still, because when youth 
was past there was no simple, direct expression for sudden 
fear; it was a‘stillness in the heart. “Tell me everything, 
Angie. Right from the start.” 

“Well—” Angie threw herself back on the pillows. 
“You remember that I told you that Miss Pollard is actually 
a friend of Robert Armister. He runs the Country Theater 
Workshop in the summer—you've heard of it, Mother— 
you must have. It’s absolutely the best summer theater in 
the East! It isn’t just another summer-stock company—” 
Angie’s voice dripped scorn “—because it’s a real school, 
with classes and teachers and everything, just like the City 
Theater Workshop in New York. I mean, it’s the same 
thing, only in the summertime, and it costs a thousand 
dollars for the summer!” 

“Oh, Angie! A thousand dollars—— 
“But I’ve got a scholarship, Mother! 

thing, tuition and room and board—everything. 
The fear Laura felt would not go away. 

didn’t even know you'd applied for a scholarship. 
you think you should have told me?” 

“I didn’t apply. I never thought I was anywhere near 
good enough to try,” Angie said simply. 

“Then how ws 
“Miss Pollard applied for me.” Angie drew in her 

breath. “You remember the school play last June? Al- 
most a year ago? Well, Robert Armister himself came to 
see it. Miss Pollard invited him but she didn’t tell a soul. 
Golly!” Angie’s eyes widened. “If I'd known he was 
watching, I’d have died. But he saw me—and he liked 
me, Mother! And then Miss Pollard decided to ask him if 
I could have a scholarship. And—” Angie’s voice dropped 
to a whisper—“I’ve got it. It’s all set, except that you 
and Daddy have to sign a thing giving me permission. 
You have to, Mother. If you don’t, I—I think I'll die.” 

” 

It covers every- 
” 

“Angie, | 
Don’t 

It was like poetry again, Laura thought helplessly. 
In youth and in poetry the alternative was always death, 
never disappointment, and always unbearable, never simply 
something that had to be endured. “I see,” Laura said, 
because it was not possible to answer Angie’s expectations 
by saying nobody had ever died of disappointment. “I see.” 

“Then I can go?” 
Laura put her hand to her forehead. “Darling, its 

so sudden. I think Miss Pollard really should have let 
us know. You know how your father feels about this sort 
of thing. If he’d had time to think it over, he might have 
agreed, but having it sprung on him this way... 

Angie sat very still. “You mean,” she said slowly, 
“vou might have had time to talk him into it? But, 
Mother, so many people apply for these scholarships. Miss 
Pollard was afraid that if I knew she was applying and 
then I didn’t get one, I'd be terribly disappointed. And 
I would have been. I'd have died. But now it’s all 
arranged, and Miss Pollard says if I explain that it’s the 
greatest possible honor to be accepted . . .” Anxiety 
sharpened Angie’s voice. “I’m not asking Daddy for any- 
thing. I mean, it won’t cost a penny ” 

“Tt isn’t that.” Laura looked away from Angie’s 
vulnerable face. “You know it isn’t that, dear. our 
father is very generous; he’s willing to spend any amount 
of money on your education.” And it was true, she 
thought; Med was willing, even eager, to lavish his hard- 
won success on Buzz, on Angie, on herself. “But thiss——” 

“I know. He thinks I’m stage-struck. But he doesn’t 
understand.” Angie clasped her hands and stared at the 
taut fingers. “Acting’s the one thing in the world that I 
know I absolutely have to do. I have to.” 

The words were an echo. Had she herself looked that 
way, Laura wondered, white and determined, in the dim, 
half-forgotten time when she had faced Uncle John 
Edwards? She shivered, feeling a sudden hurt, as if old 
pain could be renewed—apart from oneself—in one’s chil- 
dren. And then with an effort she found her calm, level, 
mother’s voice. “Angie, there’s an excellent drama depart- 
ment at Winship. You chose to go to college at Winship 
because of the drama department, and your father didn’t 
object to that. Isn’t that enough, dear?” 

“College amateurs,” Angie said witheringly. “Mother, 
you know Daddy doesn’t want me to major in drama. He 
even hates it when I’m in a school play. I know he does. 
He thinks it’s something silly. But if I went to the Country 
Theater Workshop and I made good there, why, then he’d 
have to see—” Her words faltered. “Wouldn’t he, 
Mother?” 

“I don’t know. You'd still have to go to college in 
the fall.” 

“All right, I'll go to college, though it’s a waste of 
time and money and everything. But can’t I at least have 
the summer first?” 

Silence was too eloquent, Laura thought; she ought 
not to have allowed a moment of silence , wes she an- 
swered. “I don’t know that either, Angie.” 

“But he has to let me go! I mean, there’s no reason 
why not. He can’t say it’s money, and I’d be away from 
home anyway if I went back to Camp Miskewasha as a 
counselor. Mother, you could talk to him. You've talked 
him into letting me be in plays in school.” 

“Darling, that’s different.” Laura searched in the 
pockets of her robe for a cigarette and then wished that 
- had not, for her fingers trembled ir = — “School 
plays are a normal part of your social life, of your growin 
up. They’re—oh, like dances, or playing on the basketball 
team. But this theater workshop is professional training.” 

“I have to have professional training sometime,” ee 
said, “if I’m going to be an actress.” Her hands 



into fists. -“And I’m going to be an actress, Mother. No 
matter what Daddy says, or anybody, I’m at least going 
to try.” 

Laura looked at Angie’s flung-back head. “Dramatiz- 
ing,” she said automatically. But that word, she thought, 
was too old a trick, something’she and Med had devised in 
the years of Angie’s childhood to cope with Angie’s tempera- 
ment; it was a small joke meant to put small things in 
their.unimportant places. Now it sounded false, as if she 
had intended to diminish what was real, and Angie’s quick 
upward glance was hurt. “Please don’t think I’m unsympa- 
thetic, dear. I—TI know how you care. But don’t you 
see that this puts us—your father and me—in a very awk- 
ward position?” 

“I don’t see why.” Angie set her chin stubbornly. 
“Daddy’s all in favor of girls’ having professions. He 
wants me to be a schoolteacher or a librarian or a nurse 
or something, but acting’s a profession too.” 

“Not a very reliable one.” 

“You mean he just doesn’t like it. But why not?” 
Angie’s fist struck into a pillow in childish, impatient anger. 
“You were on the stage. Miss Pollard says talent can be 
inherited—I mean, look at the Barrymores! And if it’s 
all right for Buzz to inherit being able to do math from 
Daddy, why shouldn’t I inherit acting from you? He 
married an actress, didn’t he?” 

Ash fell from Laura’s cigarette, a small, dry splash on 
the carpet. “I wasn’t an actress when we were married. 
Perhaps | wasn’t ever really very much of one. I thought 
I wanted to act, once upon a time, but—people change, 
Angie. Things that seem very important at one time in 
your life may seem—well-—different, unimportant, at an- 
other time. You see—” She paused, not looking at Angie, 
and swallowed the words that, if spoken, would inevitably 
lead to other, unspeakable ones. “It’s a more difficult life 
than you can imagine, dear. Uncertain, brief—and you're 
so young. 

“I’m seventeen. When I finish college I'll be twenty- 
two,” Angie said despairingly. “I can’t start then. Mother, 
doesn’t it mean anything to you at all that Robert Armister 
—Robert Armister—saw me in a play and liked me?’ You 
talk as if it’s nothing.” 

“It isn’t nothing.” How can I think it’s nothing, Laura 
thought, when once a man liked me in a play and the world 
opened like a flower in the sun? How can I, of all people, 
think it’s nothing? But Med... 

“I knew Daddy might not like it. But you 
“Oh, darling, I’m pleased for you, really!” But the 

words, Laura thought, were ineffectual; she drew in her 
breath.. “It doesn't matter what I think. Your father 
doesn’t like the stage. He has a right to his opinions, and 
he happens to dislike acting as—as a profession.” She saw 
Angie’s face, uncomprehending and hurt, and felt a sudden 
inadequacy. “Darling, he’s really thinking of what's best 
for you. /s this the best thing at your age? I’m far from 
sure it is.” ’ 

“How can you say that? You?” 
Laura turned away; the mirror of her dressing table 

held both their faces, framed in gilt like a portrait. Laura 
put her hand over her eyes. “I'll speak to him,” she said 
in a voice that was ragged with uncertainty. “I'll try.” 

” 

Then she remembered. ... “I don’t want te go to 
college. Il warit to be an actress.” That was what she said 
to Uncle John ‘Edwards, who wasn’t an uncle at all but only 
an old friend of the family’s, and her guardian and trustee. 
He had been a Harvard classmate of her grandfather's, and 
upon this tenuous basis she had been left to him like some- 
thing in a will. He had done his best sinee her parerits ‘had 
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died eight years before in a sailing accident, but nature 
had limited him; he was an old man, and a growing girl 
was a problem. He had chosen a good boarding school for 
her and had paid faithful visits, bringing her boxes of 
candied fruit and carefully chosen books. And while Aunt 
Marie, his wife, had lived he had seen to it that Laura was 
provided with staid Christmas holidays in the old brick 
house in Boston that was quiet as a museum. The future 
had been disposed of by Aunt Marie’s plans. She had fore- 
seen for Laura a modest debut, a stepping forth not only 
into her inheritance but into her heritage. 

When Aunt Marie died Uncle John never expected an 
imperious demand from his ward, delivered with eyes blaz- 
ing and head flung back, after a pattern Laura had learned 
while playing Portia in a school production. “I don’t 
know,” he had said. “I don’t know. Now let us be calm, 
my dear, very calm. What about your debut?” 

“I don’t want to come out,” Laura said. “TI think it’s 
nonsense. College doesn’t mean a thing to me either. It’s 
stupid to waste money on things like that when I know 
perfectly well what I want.” She had known the turn of 
Uncle John’s mind well enough to add: “And it wouldn't 
cost very much either.” 

“An actress.” Uncle John was bewildered. He en- 
joyed an evening at the theater as much as anyone—Shake- 
speare or Shaw, not these new playwrights—and he remem- 
bered having admired, as a younger man, an actress named 
Maxine Elliott, but he had never really thought of knowing 
anyone who appeared on the stage. “Well, now,” hie said. 
“Well, now.” 

“I have it all planned, Uncle John. 
New York.” 

She had spent two lonely, unhappy years planning; 
she spoke with authority. “There’s no real theater in 
Boston. I want to go to New York and live in one of those 
places for girls who want to go on the stage. They're cheap 
and they’re chaperoned and proper and everything like that 
—you wouldn’t have to worry. I'd need money to pay for 
lessons and an allowance to live on, but it wouldn’t cost as 

much as college or a debut.” 
“It isn’t simply the money, my dear, though of course 

as your trustee I am responsible for that too. It is the idea 
in itself... .” Uncle John was confused, and confusion 
was a sign of weakness. “I never dreamed you would want 
to do anything like this. I thought that naturally you would 
—well, fall in love, get married, settle down. All in due 
course .: .” 

“I don’t want to marry,” Laura said. “I want to act. 
If I don’t try,” she said, throwing back her head once more, 
“1 think I'll die.” 

Alarmed, Uncle John said, “I’m afraid I have no idea 
how one goes about trying.” 

“I have,” Laura said. And in the end she had won. 

I want to go to 

Tn those days, she remembered, there had been fewer 
schools of acting than there were today. Learning to att 
was often a process of offering oneself endlessly, un- 
certain and untrained, at uncountable casting try-outs, hop- 
ing each time for a moment of magic. Between try-outs, 
there were hours with a voice-and-diction coach, with a 
dancing teacher, in a fencing class. New York was an 
immense, exhausting place to be traveled all day long, a 
heartless place that avidly consumed hope and confidence 
and shoe leather. 

That year the nation was recovering from the de- 
bevy day at the “theatrical” drugstore in Times ression. 

Saubini tired young people with tired young faces 
met to eat economical lunches and to sustain themselves 
upon hope. Their comradely circle was closed ‘to Laura, 
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who had her allowance, and so for her that year was terrible 
and lonely, but in a strange way beautiful and free. It had 
been, she remembered, as if she had just been born, and 
sometimes she was exhilarated with the feeling that she had 
created herself, but more often she was simply alone. She 
knew a great deal about loneliness, but this was not the 
loneliness of an orphaned schoolgirl; it was the deeper, 
painful isolation of a woman growing up. 

But things had changed. “I like that. Try that again, 
from the beginning of the speech.” Those were the words 
that had changed the world; it was queer that she still re- 
membered them, for afterward there had been so many 
other words.... The world had blossomed like a flower, 

and in an instant she had ceased to be alone. The tired 
young faces that had looked at her with suspicion turned 
to her with envy and grudging respect. For a while. . 

Remembering, looking into the dressing-table mirror 
at the face of twenty-years-after, Laura pressed her hand to 

her mouth. What lasted longer than pain was regret, she 
thought; twenty years later regret still tasted bitter. And 
the past rose up re-created. For a moment she felt old and 
tired. And then she said again to Angie, who stood staring 
at her wonderingly, “I'll try.” 

chapter 

“Like to dance?” Med asked, but Laura shook her head. 
The orchestra’s music was exhilarating, but it had been a 
long time since she had danced. Dancing was one of the 
things that marriage had made irrelevant, perhaps because 
Med disliked it. It was one of the many things his youth 
had not included. She could look at him with pride because 
blunt and honest courage had overcome so much for him, 
but her pride was silent because Med also disliked to be 
reminded of his early, struggling years. 

But those were behind him. Now he was able to say, 
“Champagne?” and smile as he leaned forward to fill 
Laura’s glass. 

Champagne was another thing; though he did not like 
it, Med ordered it for every occasion of celebration. He 
had never tasted it until he was thirty, and Laura could 
still remember that first bottle, brought home to celebrate 
his first big contract. He had opened it awkwardly, and 
when half the precious contents had foamed and frothed 
on the floor he had sworn at it in bitter dismay. 

But just as he had learned with endless determination 
to dance, he had learned not only to open champagne but 
to choose the best on any wine list, and the sight of a bottle 
nested in ice gave him visible pleasure. Now he leaned for- 
ward again to touch the rim of his glass to Laura’s. “Hap- 
py birthday,” he said, “to the most beautiful woman I 
know.” And then he said, “I love you.” 

It had also taken him years to learn to say those words 
easily, with confidence. 

“I wish I had more birthdays,” Laura said. 
you too, darling.” 

“Most women wish they had fewer birthdays.” He 
grinned at her. “You look about twenty-five tonight, in- 
cidentally. How many men can say that to the women 
they’ve been married to for eighteen years?” 

“T love 

“Twenty-five?” Laura looked at the wine, at the tiny 
fountains on the golden surface, and said impulsively, 
“Thank heaven I’m not.” 

She regretted saying it because it was a reminder of 
the early, difficult days of which Med hated any reminder. 
It was never sufficient to say that, after all, most men and 
women had to struggle through bad times before they 
reached peace and success and prosperity, for what was good 
enough for the rest of the world had never been good 
enough for Med. And she loved him, Laura thought, Tor his 
drive toward perfection, for the purity of his ambition, for 
his disdain of cheap compromise, for that conscientiousness 
in which she could put endless trust. She had no right to 
quarrel with what she loved—but all the same, it might have 
been pleasant to look back on the bad times in triumph. 
“I only meant,” she said lightly, “that being young isn’t 
all it’s cracked up to be. Living takes practice, I suppose.” 

She was pleased because he laughed. “A pity that 
youth is wasted on the young, you mean?” 

“Exactly.” She put her hand over his. “One thing I 
know, darling; I’m happier now than ever.” 

He smiled at her, but his strong face was by nature 
serious. “Maybe the real pity is in having to wait so long. 
Do you think you've wasted too’ much time?” 

“Of course not.” She matched his seriousness for a 
moment. “The young don’t really have any—any capacity 
for real happiness. Too many things hurt them, and they're 
too confused to know what’s important from what's not. At 
least...” She paused becausé she had thought of Angie, and 
had to wonder if Angie was to be hurt. 

Before she could go on, Med cut in, frowning. “I don’t 
know about that. Think of our kids, for instance. They’re 
a lot happier than we were at their age—happier than I was, 
anyway. When I think of myself at fourteen...” But 
when he paused, Laura knew that remembering was a shame 
and a pain to him. “Well, I wasn’t like Buzz, I can tell you 
that. Maybe that’s what it’s all about, each generation 
having an easier time, learning how to be happy faster. It 
makes sense.” . 

“Perhaps.” Laura hesitated. “But maybe it’s a ques- 
tion of individuals. I mean—think of Angie.” 

“Angie?” Med’s frown faded and he laughed. “Good 
Lord, is Angie off in one of her spells again? The tragedy 
queen!” He shook his head, smiling. There had been a 
time, Laura remembered, when he had been worried, some- 
times irritated, by Angie’s intensities, but gradually he had 
come to tolerate them, even to be amused. It was Buzz 
whom Med took seriously—and that, of course, was because 
Buzz’s feelings, hopes and desires were all cut so tidily to 
the pattern of his own. Over the building of a radio or a 
model engine he and Buzz could work together for months 
in companionable earnestness; their shared defeats were 
the failure of the engine to fire or the radio to amplify, and 
their triumphs were the eventual results that came from 
their dogged determination not to fail. But the task of ex- 
plaining Angie had been from the outset Laura’s—and she 
had done it badly, she thought, with a feeling of sudden 
sadness, never quite succeeding in making her understand- 
ing a bridge between father and daughter. That was why, 
when Med thought of Angie, it was with amusement or in- 
comprehension; he still thought of her as a willful but 
charming child. 

With a flash of anger Laura looked away. “Angie’s 
not quite as simple as that, Med. She’s growitig up. She’s 
seventcen.” 

“Sure, and since she was two she’s from one 
mood to another. What’s on her lal now—college 
boards? Some boy? I hope it’s not a boy.” 



His faint anxiety made Laura smile. “No, dear, not 
yet. So far we’ve been lucky. Most girls her age are up 
to their ears in love—or didn’t you know?” 

“At seventeen?” . 
“The law thinks they’re old enough to get married at 

eighteen, and-a lot of them do.” 
“Foolish kids.” Med refilled Laura’s glass. “We're a 

middle-aged pair, honey. We sit here celebrating and we 
talk about our children. What crazy notion’s bothering 
Angie now?” 

Laura stared at her glass of wine. 
you could call it her future.” 

“Her future?” Med laughed again. “That’s a new 
one, I must say. Scared about going away to college, some- 
thing like that? You could give her a little pep talk, honey 
—tell her that she'll have the time of her life at college, and 
that she’s a little young tobe lying awake nights fretting 
about the future anyway.” 

“Oh, Med! When Buzz wants to discuss’ his future, 
you couldn’t take it more seriously.” 

“Sure. But he’s a boy.” Med drew his eyebrows 
together. “You don’t honestly meari, Laura, that you think 
a girl has the same problems to face that a boy does?” 

“Not the same problems. But problems all the same.” 
“You mean which guy to marry? That’s a girl's 

toughest problem, honey.” 
Laura made an impatient gesture. “Not for every girl. 

Not for Angie.” - 
“She’s not that complicated.” Med shook his head. 

“Look, Buzz is only fourteen, and he’s way ahead of Angie, 

if you’re talking about plans.”” He grinned. “First of all, 

an engineering degree. Then he'll conte into the plant with 
me. Travers and Son, manufacturers of electronic compo- 
nents. I like the sound of that and so does Buzz.” His 
smile faded. “You know something? When I sit back and 
realize that Buzz isn’t going to have to go through the hell 
I went through when I was young, I feel about ten feet tall. 
If you want to talk about success, he’s got it: a decent 
family, a good education, a little spare money. And he’s 
sensible enough to appreciate it. I don’t remind him, but I 
think he realizes we can give our kids everything I didn’t 
have——”’ 

“Yes. But you got it all for yourself,” Laura. said. 
“And if Buzz had to, so would he.” 

“Sure. But he’s not going to have waste time the 
way I did.” 

“I know.” She picked up a fork and began to draw 
patterns on the tablecloth. “But Angie isn’t Buzz, darling.” 

“She’s a girl, honey. Things are easier for girls.” 
Laura frowned. “Are they?” 
“Of course.” He smiled. “Look, someday—I suppose 

—she’ll get married. I’m not in any hurry to see it happen, 
but it’s inevitable, I suppose. If she doesn’t marry, or any- 
way until she gets married, she can fill in her time with 
something—teaching school, office work, whatever it is that 
girls do. If she’s got an occupation, she won’t feel she has 
to marry the first Tom, Dick or Harry that comes along. 
And when she does find the right guy—well, what’s better 
for a girl than a decent husband, a home, a couple of kids?” 

He looked at Laura with sudden curiosity. “It’s what 
you've had. Isn’t it enough?” 

“Of course it’s enough, darling. It’s everything.” She 
spoke quickly, because behind his question she heard an 
old uneasiness, and touched his hand. “I’m a totally 
happy woman.” 

“Then why shouldn't it be enough for Angie?” His 
eyes had darkened, as if uneasiness and doubt persisted, 
barely tranquilized by her assurance. “Honey, ['m not 
a fool, even about girls. 1 want Angie to have a good 
education because I want to know she has something to fall 

“Oh—lI suppose 
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back on, no matter what happens. My mother wouldn’t 
have had to scrub other people’s floors in order to support a 
couple of babies if she’d been able to type or keep a set 
of books. Her family thought all a girl needed in this 
world was piano lessons and a knack for fixing flowers, and 
they didn’t even take the trouble to see that when she mar- 
ried she chose a decent man—you know what my father 
was like. But I can promise you this—it won’t happen to 
Angie, anything like that.” 

“I know, darling.” 
“You don’t know.” His mouth was tight with an old 

bitterness. “Thank God you'll never know, because—unlike 
my father—I believe in hard work and life insurance and 
staying sober and living within our income. And the kids 
aren't going to know either, not if I can help it. Buzz is 
going to be one hell of a good electronic engineer, worth 
five hundred a week on anybody’s payroll, and Angie’s go- 
ing to have something—a teaching certificate, anything—” 
Abruptly he laughed. “I’m not old-fashioned, Laura. I 
hired a woman engineer at the plant last year and she’s 
working out fine. If Angie wants to go to M.I.T. with Buzz, 
I’m all for it. Id be delighted.” 

“You know that Angie inherits a total stupidity about 
figures from me,” Laura said. She paused, and added 
hesitantly, “She’s quite a lot like me, Med.” 

“Sure. And Buzz takes after his old man. It seems 
like a fair division.” Med touched Laura’s hand. “I wish 
you didn’t get so upset about Angie, darling. We've lived 
through her spells before. Right now she doesn’t know 
what she wants, but she'll settle down in college.” 

Laura drew in a deep breath. “And you think it’s all 
that simple?” she asked softly. 

“Oh, nothing’s simple with Angie—I know that. But 
fundamentally, apart from all her emoting, the problem’s 
simple.” 

Facts: I like facts. Don’t tell me how you feel—tell 
me what happened. She could remember Med’s saying 
that, and it was like remembering an unhappy dream. She 
could remember the words and the rigidity of his face, and 
the way that she had stumbled in answering, wanting to 
cry out that what she had felt was the fact, the only fact; 
nothing else mattered. Her own voice had answered him 
then, not angrily but only uncertainly: What do you think 
love is? An—an equation in mathematics? Now she sat 
very still and summoned courage. “Med,” she said gently, 
“Angie knows what she wants. _ She wants to be an actress.” 

His face went stiff and smooth. “Shall we finish the 
champagne?” 

He refilled her glass and drained his own as if it were 
a dose of bitter medicine. 

“Med, listen. We have to discuss it. You can’t simply 
—brush it off like that.” Quickly, not looking in his eyes, 
she told him what she knew of the scholarship Angie had 
been offered. “It’s supposed to be very fine training,” 
she finished, “the very best available. A wonderful begin- 
ning, in fact—or anyway, a test that would prove to Angie 
whether or not she has talent.” 

“No.” It was one word, not harsh or angry, only final. 
“Darling e 
He looked at her now with an impersonality that'con- 

tracted her heart. His face had the remembered weariness 
that she hated and sometimes feared. “I’ve been afraid of 
this, of course,” he said matter-of-factly. “You know what 
I think, Laura, and why. There’s nothing to discuss,” 

“Med.” The hand she touched was wooden, “Dar- 
ling, it’s Angie we’re talking about, not me.” 

“What do you want me to say, then? Like mother, 
like daughter?” 
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Laura took her hand away. 
Med. It isn’t fair.” 

“No? Well, on some subjects I’m not very open- 
minded, I guess.” 

“Darling, Angie has talent. It’s too soon to say how 
much, but it’s sométhing. It shouldn’t be wasted. She 
might make a very fine actress———” 

“Over my dead body.” He cut into her argument 
coldly. “You make me wonder what’s been going on. I 
thought you’d had a bellyful of the alleged glamour of the 
theater a long time ago. Or have you been sitting around 
wishing you hadn’t given up your great career?” 

Laura looked away. “That's unfair, Med. I'd given 
up acting before we even met.” . 

“Had you? I’m not so sure.” His voice was low and 
unhappy. “Maybe you’ve pushed her into all those school 
plays hoping she'll get a taste for acting and make up for 
what you've missed.” 

“Med, that’s not true. It’s- ridiculous. Oh, we've 
never talked about it, but surely you know how I feei.” 

“No, I don’t, Laura. And sometimes I wonder. Par- 
ticularly since you ought to be able to guess how / feel.” 

Laura pushed her glass of champagne away; it 
splashed a little, making a pale stain on the tablecloth. 
“What do you think the theater is, Med?” 

“Rottenness.” His voice was even. “Under all the 
glamour, rottenness. I learned that from you, Laura. Do 
you think I’m in any position to believe that a girl can be 
an actress and still be—decent?” 

Laura closed her eyes; the past, she thought, lay in 
treacherous ambush. It was only hidden, never dead. 
Years counted for nothing, it seemed. And yet, whereas 
Med remembered so much, she remembered so little, for 
time had overgrown the past for her, burying it under love 
and happiness. In all the continuity of their marriage, her 
silent, unspoken argument had failed to convince, and that 
was because she had forgotten what was unforgettable to 
him. Over and over, on a thousand tiny, nameless oc- 

casions, she had sensed the danger that lay in the past and 
had edged away from it, thinking that in every marriage 
there must be such things, undiscussable, unspeakable. 
She had never defended herself, she thought, because no 
defense seemed adequate to excuse the wound that she’ had 
once given him. 

But now defense lay for the first time on her tongue. 
“You’ve never mentioned that to me, Med,” she said. “You 
think I miss—rottenness? You think I don’t look back— 
wheri | do—and regret that | was young, that I was lonely, 
that I had no family?” 

“And that’s all you regret?” There was no animosity 
in his voice, only a coolness that measured a distance be- 
tween them. “I hate to remind you that you're not the only 
person in the world who was ever young or lonely, or who 
didn’t have a family to fall back on.” 

“IT only meant that there are always reasons——” 
“There are always reasons, yes, but they add up to the 

same thing.” The distance between them was so great that 
to speak across it was difficult. “Angie had better forget 
this notion right away. If she’s disappointed—well, you 
might ask yourself if you had the right to encourage her.” 
He paused and then said abruptly, “Let’s not discuss it. 
Let’s, dance.” 

Obediently Laura fitted herself into what had the look 
but not the feel of an embrace, and they moved across the 
floor. His body was stiff, as if it rejected her nearness, 
and that brought back something else forgotten: his voice 
in the night, saying without anger, /’m sorry, Laura, but | 
don’t want to touch you. Not now... . 

Until then she had had no idea how deeply a man 
could be hurt, but she had not understood much about men 

and their sensitive pride, or the uncertainties that could lie 
under a controlled and practiced strength. She had lost 
the right to pretend to innocence, and yet her ignorance 
had been as deep and total as a naive girl’s. e had 
thought, in her naiveté, that the words of the marriage 
ceremony would cut off the past, and so she had spoken'them 
with a grateful and happy heart, thinking only of a new 
beginning; she had never guessed that they made no bar- 
rier at all for Med against remembering. . . . 

But that was long ago; she had forgotten; time had 
healed her. Why had it not healed Med? At such mo- 
ments as this it seemed as if their life together, full and 
serene, made no present argument against the past. And 
the children . . 

She closed her eyes as they danced, not romantically 
but to shut out Med’s impassive face. She thought of 
Angie, feeling a sudden wave of protectiveness that brought 
back the cold gray winter dawn when Angie had been. 
born, when out of the mists of pain and exhaustion she had 
looked at her daughter for the first time and had ex- 
perienced the instant tenderness of new love, fierce and un- 
familiar and exhilarating. Had it all begun then, Laura 
wondered, this war of love? And where would it end? 

She opened her eyes to Med’s impersonal glance and 
knew that the evening was irredeemably spoiled. “Let’s 
go home,” Laura said hopelessly. 

N ight was not a comfort, Laura thought, when it was 
like a hand pressed across your eyes, forcing vision inward 
upon things forgotten. The collapse of her birthday cele- 
bration had left them divided, so that she and Med lay 
side by side but not touching. They might have been 
young again, lost in the uncertainty of beginning. 

She had not thought of their beginning in many years, 
not only because time had made it irrelevant but because 
it still had the power to make her uneasy. It had: been, 
she supposed, a strange beginning. It’s wrong, she had 
thought. I don’t love him. I’m only letting him love me. 
. . » But at that time she had been wounded, filled with 
wariness; and perhaps at twenty-one any wound was crip- 
pling because no resources of experience existed to heal it. 

That first night when they had met, Med had said 
wonderingly, “I’ve never seen anyone like you. You're so 
young, but you look so—so wise.” And Laura had almost 
foeaed out loud, because it seemed funny that anyone 
would confuse wisdom with hurt. 

But that was the year when everything had hurt. It 
was the year in which everything had failed, when to think 
at all was to feel pain, when she had counted passing min- 
utes because she had heard somewhere, and had believed, 
that time had comfort hidden in it. She liked her job be- 
cause its dullness and routine were antidotes to thinking; 
al] day long she filed papers in an insurance office, occupy- 
ing herself totally with policy mumbers and alphabets and 
the colored tabs of folders that had to be in the right order. 
The days were not bad. Evenings she went to movies, 
sometimes to the same one night after night, because that 
delayed the hour when she had to go back to her boarding- 
house and her loneliness. 

She had left New York because she could no longer 
bear’ the sight of familiar streets that called up painful 
memories, and she had come to this suburban town because 
a large insurance company offered jobs there to untrained 
girls. No one had heard of her; an actress who had one 
success behind her and one failure could slip into that bee- 
hive inconspicuously, unrecognized and unquestioned. It 
was like a place to hide. . . . 

But Med had found her. He had come to the office to 
visit an old friend and had seen her standing at a file cabi- 



net, bending her head thoughtfully over the ranks of fold- 
ers. The next day and the day after and the day after 
that he had come back, until he had at last had the courage 
to walk across the crowded office and speak to her. Even 
now, remembering, Laura smiled faintly in the darkness; 
he had stood beside her, looking serious and nervous, and 
had said, “I could ask you some stupid question and then 
you'd think I was really here on business. But the only 
question I can think of is: Will you have dinner with me 
tonight?” 

She could not remember if it was surprise that had 
made her answer, with only a little hesitation, “I—I’d 
like to.” Perhaps it had been more than surprise; perhaps 
agreeing to have dinner with a strange young man had 
been an act of faith: Afterward, during that long dinner, 
she listened dreamily while he talked, thinking only how 
different he was from the people she had known in New 
York—serious, unargumentative, sincere, confident—and 
not really hearing the details, though he was explaining to 
her exactly what he meant to do with his life. “I'll bet 
you've never heard of electronics,” he had said. “Hardly 
anybody has. But when this war’s over and it stops being 
top secret, it’s going to be one of the country’s biggest in- 
dustries and I’m going to be one of the biggest electronics 
engineers in the country. I’m going to start a factory. .. .” 

She had not understood anything at all about the fac- 
tory he planned to start. But she had listened quietly be- 
cause there was nothing at all about herself that she wanted 
to say, and when Med took her back to her boardinghouse 
at midnight, he had stood on the porch looking down at her 
in that serious way she liked and had said, “Can I see you 
tomorrow night?” 

“Yes,” Laura said. 
After that there had been their quiet, growing knowl- 

edge of each other, a slow-growing courtship rooted in 
many uncertainties. In the winter of her heart love was 
hedged in by fear; for Med love was shot through with 
doubts when he counted up their many differences. 
“You're rich and I’m poor. You're an actress and I’m-a 
thick-skulled, slow-moving engineer. We don’t even talk 
the same language.” . 

“We talk a lot,” Laura had said. “And I’m not rich.” 
“That’s what you think.” He had looked at her oddly. 

“T’ve always been scared of rich girls, but I’m not afraid 
of you. n we make a go of it, Laura, when we're so 
different? I love you, and if love’s enough . . .” 

She remembered sitting in her boardinghouse room 
on the night before their wedding, waiting for him to call 
for her and thinking that his love was safety, warmth, pro- 
tection. Her mind had swung like a pendulum, asking: 
Do I love him? Do I really love him? He’s good and 
kind and I admire him, but love is something else.’ 

She had thought: Love is Jay. 
She had not thought of Jay for months; she had kept 

her mind carefully clear of that aching, sensitive memory. 
She had not mentioned his name to Med, not until he had 
called for her on that night before their marriage. Her 
voice had faltered out ‘the words, the bare narrative, and 
as she had watched Med’s face changing, hardening, she 
had known in a moment that her honesty had been too 
mnocent and uncaleulated. But the words could not be 
taken back. “I want you to understand,” she had said, 
“that what I feel now is different. What I felt then * 

“I don’t care what you felt. I want to know the “egal 
Despairingly, st angrily, she had said, “What do 

think lowe is? -An—an equation in mathematics? 
I’m telling you is a it’s fe es, finished, dead. . 

Sekedwin without speaking and she ‘tad not 
known s hikioanmabhannadins him again. <And that 
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night, Laura remembered, was the night when she had 
recognized her love and her need, when doubts had died. 

It was a cold, gray morning when he knocked at the 
boardinghouse door, rousing the landlady, dragging Laura 
out on the porch in her bathrobe. She had looked at him 
helplessly. “I’ve walked all night,” he had said. “Laura, 
I’ve been in hell. You—and someone else . . 

“It’s over, Med. All over and dead.” She could think 
of no other words, only those flat, repeated ones that took 
no conviction from her tired voice. 

“It happened.” She had heard his voice break, as if 
in pain. “I love you,” he said roughly. “There are 
a lot of things I’m going to have to get over—I know that 
now—but the one thing I can’t get over is that I love you. 
When I walked away from here last night, I thought I 
never wanted to see you again. But damn it, in spite of 
everything I love you and want to marry you.” 

In spite of everything. The words had made her 
shiver, struck with a sharper cold than the chill in the air. 
And then she had thought, offering herself a desperate com- 
fort, that he didn’t mean the words. It’s the shock, she 
thought. I’ve hurt him. He’s exaggerating because he’s 
hurt. But when we’re married, when he knows I love him 
with all my heart, when time has passed . 

And that had been the beginning, Laura remembered, 
closing her eyes in the darkness. Their life together, their 
marriage, had begun that way, in Med’s hurt and in her 
hopefulness. The beginning had been their wedding night, 
when her love had not been able to touch him, when they 
had confronted each other as strangers, when- her hope- 
fulness had shivered into despair. 

Oh, the coldness and despair had not lasted—they had 
learned together, day by day, the healing ways of love. 
But the unspoken name, the unmentioned truth, had come 
to live with them from the start; and time and love, in 
which Laura had put her faith, had never quite filled up 
the hidden, hollow place in Med’s heart. 

Now, shivering, she lay still in the darkness, alone. 

chapter 

Angie bore the disappointment with unexpected stoicism. 
Her small, pointed face turned white and her lips trembled, 
but she did not cry. She said, without real hope, “Do you 
think Daddy would change his mind if Miss Pollard talked 
to him?” 

Laura shook her head. “If anything, I’m afraid—” 
Then she stopped and offered the thin ghost of optimism: 
“Darling, someday 

“Don’t say that, Mother.” Angie lifted her head. 
“You mean that someday I'll be old and I won’t care. But 
I'll never stop caring.” 

“I didn’t mean that. I meant that before long you'll 
be old enough to make your own decisions.” 

“It'll be too late. [I'll end up doing what everybody 
else does, getting married and having children and living 
ina town like this. I want . . .” 

But her hand sketched only ‘the -vastness, the 
ness, of what.she wanted. It was impossible, Laura knew, 
to teach the young ‘the nature of compromise, ‘to tell :them 
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that the immense dreams more often than not ended in the 
quiet happiness of commonplace delights. And perhaps 
nothing was crueler than the adult voice, wise and tolerant, 
preaching its time-tried message: / know it’s difficult to be- 
lieve at your age, dear, but someday you'll feel quite dij- 
ferent. She put her hand on Angie's shoulder and felt 
a motionless resistance. “People change,” she said. 

“Maybe. But I’m not people.” There was a faint 
lift of scorn in Angie’s voice. She despises me, Laura 
thought, because I was one of the ones who changed. “So 
what do I do this summer? Go back to Camp Miskewasha, 
I suppose?” 

“You liked it last year, dear. And this year you and 
Jenny Willis will be counselors together. You can organize 
the pageant again. . . .” 

“Oh, sure! Teach little kids who always forget their 
lines and get stage fright and run away crying. And the 
pageant’s silly anyhow. ‘I am Kanekee, the Spirit of the 
Lake!’” Her voice broke out of mocking parody into sud- 
den tormented childishness. “Mother, why does Daddy feel 
so—so awful about acting?” 

Laura looked out the kitchen window with unseeing 
eyes. “He never liked the fact that I was on the stage for 
a while.” The bald half lie was stiff, false-sounding in her 
own ears. “Someday———” 

“Something else I have to wait for? Until I’m old 
enough to understand?” Angie turned away bitterly. 

“Darling 0 
But Angie had reached the door. “I don’t want to 

talk about it any more. If I can’t go, then I can’t, but 
there’s nothing to talk about.” 

Laura stood humbly, wrenched by the girl’s bitterness, 
and then wearily went back to scouring pots. It was true; 
there was nothing to talk about—only things that could not 
be spoken because Angie was her daughter, things that 
could not be discussed with Med because his old hurting 
anger came back to be turned against her. All the happi- 
ness and warmth end understanding that she had counted 
up only a few days before seemed to be on the verge of 
dissolving; it was as if, she thought, they were all living 
on quicksand and were now being pulled under. 

When Med came into the kitchen, she looked up to see 
his frown and felt a quick, nervous fear in herself that she 
despised—another betrayal of that hidden weakness time 
had ignored but never mended. 

“I see Angie’s not speaking to me,” he said. “What 
am I supposed to make of that? She walked right past me 
and went up to her room.” 

“Darling, she’s disappointed. Give her time.” 
“I won’t change my mind, Laura.” Under his stern- 

ness she saw sadness, and the sight of it made her heart 
contract. “Don’t encourage her to expect that.” 

“I won't.” She picked up a dish towel and began to 
wipe the pots as if each one weighed in her hands like lead. 
“But, Med . . .” She hesitated, because a distance seemed 
to stretch between them that not even the routine of years 
could bridge. “Med, try to be patient until she gets over 
the disappointment. It’s only three weeks until she gradu- 
ates, and she has ber exams to worry about as well as— 
as this thing. Try to understand.” 

“I understand.” His eyes were still sad. 
stand more than you give me credit for, Laura. 
particularly blame Angie for this thing.” 

She put a saucepan on the table and stared down at it. 
“No. You blame me, don’t you? But I’ve done what you 
asked—I’ve agreed with you about Angie. What else can I 
do, Med, after all this time?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe nothing.” Awkwardly he 
reached across the table and touched her hand. “It’s going 
to be all right, Laura. But you’ve got to give me time too.” 

“T under- 
I don’t 

“Eighteen years.” 
“All right. But this—it’s stirred things up. Do you 

think I want to remember?” 
“No.” Her voice was a whisper. “But I’ve forgotten. 

I thought you had too. You've never said——” 
“It never struck me as anything to talk about.” He 

shrugged with a touch of impatience. “Okay—I’m un- 
reasonable, jealous, anything you want to say. But how do 
I know youre not sorry you gave it all up? 
the way you feel about this business with ) an 

“I’ve never lied to you.” She lifted her head a little 
roudly, but a voice inside mocked the pride of her words. 

What if I had? the voice asked. Would things have been 
better? All these years, would we. have been safer, hap- 
pier, if I'd lied? . . . But it was too late to lie, eighteen 
years too late. “Doesn't that mean anything, Med?’ 

“Of course it does. But maybe you've been lying to 
yourself,” 

And that was unanswerable, Laura thought wearily. 

Tn the days that followed she discovered once again 
that routine had its virtues. The life of a house, a family, 
was like a river, she thought; so much could be carried 
along on the surface that sooner or later differences mingled 
in the main stream, disappearing. Angie’s mute accept- 
ance of the decision that she was not to accept the scholar- 
ship permitted the subject to lie quiet; and little by little, 
Laura saw, she and Med were slipping back jnto the com- 
fortable confidence that was the substance of marriage. 
The summer, with Angie away at camp, would cement this 
confidence, but she was almost ashamed to realize that she 
was secretly looking forward to the end of school, the ab- 
sence of the children, the isolation that would allow her to 
draw close to Med once more. It was like another betrayal, 
a confession of uneasimess. 

And then one morning the doorbell rang and Laura 
opened the door to a stranger. 

He stood on the doorstep smiling at her. “Mrs. 
Travers?” He held out a lean, tanned hand. “My name is 
Armister. You may have heard of me—I’m a friend of 
Zelda Pollard’s.” 

Laura stood still with surprise and then felt a little flare 
of anger. As if he read it plainly on her face, he said 
gently, “Please don’t think I’m here for any nefarious pur- 
pose. I just came to talk to you for a few minutes.” 

“I see.” She hesitated and then reluctantly stepped 
back. “Then come in. I know who you are, of course, 
Mr. Armister—and I’m afraid there isn’t much for us to 
discuss. But by all means, come in.” 

“Maybe there isn’t. But I’d like to try talking any- 
way.” His smile had a quiet confidence that made Laura 
feel suddenly uncertain. “I like your house, by the way. 
I didn’t know there were places like this still left in the 
suburbs.” 

“There aren’t many. Not many ple like houses 
with too many rooms and not enough modern conven- 
iences.” They stood face to face in the living room. 
Nervously Laura said, “Do sit down. I’m glad you like 
the house, but I’m sure that’s not why you’ve come.” 

“Not exactly. But I like to see how 6 mA live.” 
He leaned back in a chair and stretched his long legs. “It 
isn’t what I expected, somehow.” 

“What did you expect?” 
“I don’t really know.” His smile was white against 

his tanned skin. “But as you say, that isn’t what I came- 
here about.” 

“Would you like a-cup of coffee?” She said it un- 
thinkingly, and then realized that for some reason she was 
bargaining for time. 



“T’d like it very much. May I help?” 
She shook her head and walked rapidly out of the 

room. It was his confidence, she thought as she lighted 
the flame under the pot of breakfast coffee. There was 
something familiar and almost frightening in the quality 
of his confidence. What purpose could there possibly be 
in his coming, she thought angrily—to scorn the stupid 
parents who had failed to appreciate the offer of a scholar- 
ship to his school, or simply to try some persuasive -sales- 
manship ? . 

In either case, Laura thought, she disliked it, and 
marching back with the coffee and two cups on a tray, she 
confronted him. “I suppose you’ve come to talk about the 
scholarship you were kind enough to offer to my daugh- 

ter,” she said, handing him a cup of coffee, “but I*m afraid 
there really isn’t any point. You see——” 

“You're angry.” He stirred sugar into his coffee and 
looked at her with a seriousness she had not expected. 
“Please don’t be angry, Mrs. Travers. I know it has all 
the earmarks of some pretty officious interference, but that 
really isn’t my intention.” 

“Whatever your intention, I’m afraid Miss Pollard 
gave you bad advice. You are wasting your time.” 

“It wasn’t Zelda’s idea. It was all mine.” 
“Then I suppose I should thank you for taking the 

trouble. But it doesn’t alter the situation. Angie can’t 
accept the scholarship, kind as you were to offer it.” 

“It wasn’t kindness. I don’t know—maybe I came out 
of curiosity, just to see what the situation really is.” He 
leaned back in his chair once more, comfortably—as if we 
were old friends, Laura thought angrily, as if he were at 
home here. He shot her a sudden glance that seemed to 
recognize her anger. “I can see I look like.a busybody,” 
he said, “but it’s a pretty funny situation for me too. I 
don’t think I’ve ever tried to persuade any reluctant parent 
to allow a child to accept a scholarship to the workshop be- 
fore. Usually it’s the other way around—explaining to 
stage-struck mothers that their youngsters will be a lot hap- 
pier not trying to act. Maybe it all comes down to one 
thing—I really came to tell you that your daughter has 
an unusual gift.” 

Laura looked down at her coffee cup. 
is a very earnest teacher.” 

“We used to call her Zealous Zelda,” he said. “She’s 
the best high-school drama coach I know of. She has 
really professional standards. But I’m not talking about 
Zelda, Secaiene I’m not relying solely on her judgment. I 
saw your daughter act myself—last June, almost a year 
ago. And [I still remember her.” 

Laura smiled faintly. “The Male Animal,” she said. 
“That’s right. It’s a silly play for a high-school cast 

to attempt. But in the middle of all the fresh-faced kids 
with the painted-on wrinkles and all those uncertain young 
voices, your daughter was doing a remarkable job. She 
wasn’t impersonating or posturing; she was acting. And 
it was pretty good.” 

“| know.” 
He gave her another quick glance. “It ruined the 

production, of course. She threw the whole thing out of 
proportion. But I sat there having gooseflesh, and I think 
I’m pretty hardened to the spectacle of budding amateur 
talent.” He sat up and leaned forward with sudden 
earnestness. “I’ll play this straight with you, Mrs. Travers. 
Zelda told me that you’d been an actress once yourself. 
That made me all the more curious about—well, about this 
whole business of not letting your daughter come to the work- 
shop. So I did a little research in the back-newspaper files at 
the New York Public Library. It took quite a lot of hunting, 
but I found the reviews at last, and they’re still pretty 
astonishing. Jt was Shaw’s Saint Joan, and one critic said 
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that you were the only Joan whose halo was visible on stage. 
You didn’t last long, but you must have had some nice 
moments. And as close as I can figure it, you couldn’t 
have been much older than your daughter is right now.” 

“I was nineteen.” Laura looked away. “I was so 
afraid I wouldn’t get the part that I lied about my age and 
said | was twenty-two.” 

“It’s not an easy role. It almost never gets what it 
needs, which is a really able actress of about nineteen. It’s 
like Juliet—a part the young can hardly ever play but 
that’s all wrong when the old try it. You must have been 
a lot like your daughter.” 

“No. She’s better than I was.” Laura stopped short 
in sudden confusion. 

“Then you see it,” he said softly. 
makes sense at all.” 

Laura replaced her cup carefully on the tray. “I see 
that Angie has a great deal of native ability, yes. But is it 
going to be spoiled by a few years’ waiting? I do ap- 
preciate your interest, Mr. Armister, but——” 

“I know. But you can’t see that it’s any of my busi- 
ness.” He held out his cup. “More coffee in that pot? 
. . - Look, haven’t you ever been curious? When Zelda’ 
told me that Angie wasn’t accepting the scholarship, I 
couldn’t help asking a few questions. And when I found 
out that you’d been on the stage—well, I admit I began to 
work out some pretty theories.” 

“Theories?” Laura frowned as she refilled his cup. 
“Oh, sure. You know what I mean—the messes 

mothers get into with their daughters.” 
His vague gesture made Laura laugh. “You don’t 

have any children,” she said, with a renewal of her own 
confidence. “You mean you thought I was jealous?” 

“I don’t know. And you're right—I don’t have any 
children. I don’t even have a wife.” He grinned at her 
amiably. “All I know about human nature is what I see 
in plays. All this is a mystery to me and I suppose I feel 
—well, involved, in a way, because I was looking forward 
to having Angie at the workshop. Any teacher worth his 
salt is greedy for promising pupils, and that’s what I am— 
more a teacher than anything else.” 

“So none of it 

His grin faded; he was abruptly serious. “It’s a good 
school, you know. It’s about as thorough a training as 
you can get anywhere. And it’s not just for kids, either, 
because nowadays there are plenty of actors and actresses 
who don’t feel that a couple of successful plays give them 
everything they need in the way of technique. It’s a test 
for the young ones, in a way, coming up against prac- 
ticed actors, and maybe Angela needs testing. At the end 
of the summer we—you and Angela and I—would all 
know one thing, anyway—whether or not her performance 
in The Male Animal was just a fluke. If she’s serious 
about acting, and | gather from Zelda that she is, it just 
might save her a little heartbreak later on.” 

“Nothing will save Angie heartbreak,” Laura said. 
And perhgps, she thought, that was another secret fear 
—she knew Angie’s vulnerability and it made her afraid. 
She smoothed her skirt and looked down at her hands. 
“You've come here to play on my conscience, Mr. 
Armister.” 

“Maybe.” He finished his coffee and set the cup on 
the table beside his chair with a quick, decisive gesture. 
“Yes, I think you’re right. Because it does seem a matter 
of conscience to me. Talent’s rare and it’s fragile. A 
thousand things can happen to spoil it. It’s elusive, and it 
can slip through your fingers and run away to nothing, 
like water spilled in the sand. A girl falls in love, marries, 
has some children. . . . Oh, don’t get me wrong—lI’m not 
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against marriage. It’s something I’ve wished would hap- 
pen to me. But have you ever stopped to think of Angie 
in, say, four or five years’ time? When she might look up 
from washing diapers and wish that she’d had an oppor- 
tunity to do something else—when she might wonder why 
her mother had been so determined that she shouldn’t have 
that opportunity ? 

“Water that’s spilled in the sand isn’t necessarily a 
waste. It can make something grow.” Laura lifted her 
head. “Isn’t it my responsibility to worry about what 
Angie’s going to think of me? I’m sure your intentions 
are good, Mr. Armister, but after all, Angie’s my child.” 

“My intentions are fine. And as you point out, they 
don’t involve any responsibility.” He rose slowly and held 
out his hand. “I can see there’s no point in talking. 
You're not really listening to me, you're just listening to 
something somebody’s told you—that a girl’s happier with- 
out a talent, a career, that a woman’s better off if she set- 
tles for the more ordinary things. You’ve convinced your- 
self and I hope you can convince Angie, because if you 

He paused and shrugged. “Well, that’s your 
! won't take any more of your time, 

can't—” 
responsibility too. | 
Mrs. Travers. 

Laura rose alt and put her hand in his. His 
eyes, dark and deep-set, were unreadable. His expression 
held only politeness, and yet she felt. defe “nsive, with that 
rising flame of anger that was also a defense. “You forget 
one thing,” she said quietly. “I tried it both ways. I may 
know what I’m talking about.” 

He leaned closer, bending down to look at her face 
with an impersonal scrutiny that made Laura draw away. 
“Maybe,” he said. “You're beautiful, you know. But 
there’s something missing—maybe a heart. Are you so 
happy, Mrs. Travers, that you demand the same thing for 
Angie? Or do you just not want her to have something 
you failed to take for yourself?” 

She stood stiff with amazement until she heard the 
door close after him. And then for the second time in a 
few weeks she thought of what had been forgotten for 
years. She thought of Jay. . . . 

His confidence filled the empty, darkened theater; it 
was something that imposed silence and respect upon the 
waiting company. From backstage Laura was not able to 
see him; she could only hear from time to time the crisp, 
authoritative sound of his voice: “Thank you very much. 
That'll do.” And then one more girl would walk off the 
stage shaking her head disconsolately—someone else who 
had failed. 

The girl who waited next to Laura was almost six feet 
tall, red- haired and glazed in sophistication. When she 
glanced down at Laura it was with the skeptical kindliness 
of the experienced for the neophyte. “Stop shaking, kid,” 
she said. “You're making me nervous. I’m nervous 
enough anyway. Not that I want the part—not, in fact, 
that I could get it!” She had a hollow, mocking laugh. 
“I mean, look at me. They don’t make saints this size. 
But my agent says to try out for everything. 
matter how wrong | am for a part, there’s no telling who 
may see the tryout and remember me when something else 
opens up.” The confident, authoritative voice spoke again, 
out of sight, and another girl came off stage, stumbling 
blindly in confusion. The tall, red-haired girl shuddered. 
“It’s him,” she whispered. “I wouldn’t want a part in any- 
thing he directs. They say he’s hell!” 

Laura’s confidence had seeped away long before the 
girl had said that; it had ebbed a little each time a rejected 

candidate left the stage. Some of them walked proudly, 
almost contemptuously—as if they had rejected the part 

He says no- 

long before any news of their own rejection had reached 
them—and others were close to tears. But all of them 
showed a nervous exhaustion, as if they had just passed 
through an ordeal. She had no right to be among these 
professionals anyway, Laura thought, offering up nothing 
more than a year’s discouragement and the tentative polish 
provided by a year of lessons. She looked nervously at 
the red-haired girl. “What do you mean, ‘he’s hell’?” 

“Oh, these boy geniuses—they give me a pain. 
Though I have ® give him credit,” the girl said reluctantly. 
“He at least takes chances. Anybody else in New York 
would play it safe and cast some old dame with lots of box 
office as Saint Joan, but here he is combing the city for 
fresh talent. Like you and me, kid.” The redhead’s grin 
was comradely. When she turned to go on the stage for 
her moment of trial, she turned to Laura with her fingers 
crossed. “Pray for me, baby,” she said. “If I don’t land 
this, | go home and marry the guy next door.” 

Laura closed her eyes and hoped that the redhead 
would be cast in the part; that would at least save her the 
ordeal of reading. She had sat up half the night reading 
the part aloud before a mirror, and her uneven, uncertain 
voice had so embarrassed her that she had finally thrown 
the book on the floor and fallen on her bed in tears. . . . 
But the redhead was back in a few seconds, wryly grin- 
ning. “I knew it wouldn’t work. He took one look and— 
phfft! Oh, well.” Then with unexpected kindness she 
leaned down and kissed Laura’s cheek. “Go out there and 
slay “em,” she said. “Good luck.” 

Laura never saw her again. And she forgot the girl 
before she spoke another word, because there she was on 
the stage, standing in front of the looming darkness, squint- 
ing in the single bright light and listening to the authorita- 
tive voice. ‘Read it from here. Just these few lines.” 

She stared blindly at the script he had pushed into 
her hands, at the lines to which he had pointed, but the 
words danced before her eyes. “I—I can’t,” Laura said. 
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have taken your time.” 

“Go on.” The voice was implacable; she had still not 
seen his face. “Begin here: ‘I will never take a hus- 
band ...’” She felt herself swaying where she stood, 
wanting to die, wanting to disappear, with all the les- 
sons of the past year forgotten and useless. Then he said, 
“Goon. I know you can!” 

It was as if she drew confidence from-the sound of 
his voice, as if his assurance reached her and filled her in 
a necessary moment. She lifted her head. “ ‘I will never 
take a husband. A man in Toul took an action against me 
for breach of promise; but I never promised him. I am a 
soldier: I do not want to be thought of as a woman. .. .’”* 

She could never remember afterward what had hap- 
pened then. But after what seemed a very long time he 
was saying, “She'll do. She’s got something—I don’t 
know what—but I can look at her and believe she’s a 
saint.” She had not understood what he meant, and as 
she kept reading scene after scene at his insistence, she 
only thought he was prolonging her ordeal. She did not 
understand anything until he came up to her on the stage 
and tipped up her chin to look down into her face. Then 
she sow him for the first time, and she began to under- 
stand. 

Had she fallen in love at that instant? Later she had 
looked back to wonder, never certain when it had hap- 
pened. He smiled at her quizzically; she saw the blueness 
of his eyes and his narrow, homely face, and something in 
him carried an instant conviction to her heart. “I'll make 

*Reprinted by permission of the Public Trustee, estate of George 
Bernard Shaw, and the Society of Authors, London. 



Saint Joan of you,” he said softly, “the best damned Joan 
on any stage anywhere, ever. You’re raw and awkward 
and you read like an illiterate, but I'll make something 
great of you. You believe me?” 

The words she spoke sounded to her as if they came 
from a great distance. “I believe you,” she said, and the 
words were true—she believed. 

The young believed so easily, of course; a time would 
come when she would be incredulous, then ashamed, of her 
gift of easy belief. But perhaps it was something in Jay 
too that made his confidence communicable, so that all the 
actors he chose to direct grew larger than life in their 
parts, larger than their dreams. 

He was a merciless director; rehearsals were endless; 
and more than once Laura had run off the stage weeping 
with humiliation or exhaustion or in pure terror at the 
storms of his temper. But she always went back, magne- 
tized into one more try, one more agonizing attempt, by 
the force of his confidence. And then . 

“What’s going to happen to you?” They were sitting 
together in a little all-night café near the theater, listening 
to the jukebox. A heartbroken female voice was singing— 
unforgettably for Laura—something about the chill, still of 
the night. “What’s going to happen to you?” Jay asked, 
taking her hands in his. “A husband and some kids and a 
house in the suburbs? That’s what happens to most of 
them—the kids like you, I mean. You see them at mati- 
nees fifteen years later; they’re the ones who never enjoy 
the play because they’re thinking all the time how much 
better they’d have played the female lead. And then they 
go home and make life hell for their husbands for a couple 
of days, until they can forget. Is that you, Laura?” 

She had found voice to paraphrasé Saint Joan: “I will 
never take a husband . . . I am an actress: I do not want 
to be thought of as a woman.” She had been startled, 
shocked, by his sudden burst of laughter. “Jay, 1 mean 
it,” she cried. “It—it’s everything to me!” © 

“How old are you, Laura?” 
“Twenty-two,” she lied. They called him a boy genius 

along Broadway, but she had looked up the facts. He was 
thirty-two. To a man of thirty-two could she confess the 
innocence, the ignominy, of being nineteen? ... I am a 
Woman, she thought with sudden desperation. I’m not a 
girl. I’m a woman because I’m in love with him; he made 
me into a woman when he chose me to play Saint Joan. 
Conviction almost made the lie seem true. “I’m not a child, 
Jay. I’m twenty-two.” 

“You’re a child. A wonderful child.” He kissed her 
hand. “Laura, I’m in love with you.” 

The unexpectedness of it took her breath away, and 
then she sat for a moment in blind darkness illuminated 
by unbelieving joy. 

“I’m in love with you because you're going to be 
something great. A really great actress. A great person. 
I’m in love with your whole glorious potential. Is that 
good enough for you?” His eyebrows lifted, his blue eyes 
were questioning. “Because I don’t intend to marry you 
and settle you down with a couple of kids, if that’s what 
you're thinking. I’ve got too much respect for you as a 
person and as an actress. And besides’”—his quick smile 
had been mocking—‘“I don’t personally have any yen to 
settle down by the fireside. But there’s not one woman in 
a thousand who can accept the idea that a man loves her 
without being hurt when he doesn’t want to marry her as 
well.” 

“I’m not hurt.” Her voice had been quick and low. 
“I meant what I said, Jay.” 

“Maybe.” He kissed her hand again. “We'll see.” 
“I love you.” She had never said the words before; 

they had a sweet unfamiliarity that intoxicated her. “Oh, 
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Jay—I’ve been in love with you since that first afternoon 
when I tried out for the part.” 

“I know. It’s been written all over your little angel 
face. I like it—it’s kind of flattering.” He rose and held 
out his hand to her. “Let’s take a long walk through the 
sleeping city, like a pair of romantic young lovers. I'd like 
to see you with dawn in your hair.” And then as they 
stood on the empty pavement in the quiet street he kissed 
her for the first time. In that instant Laura felt reborn, 
re-created; she was new and fresh and in love forever. 

“All the same,” Jay said, “I’d like to know what’s 
going to become of you. .. .” 

Laura stood by the door now, watching Robert 
Armister’s car pull away and disappear down the street. 
And slowly, against her will, tears began to run down her 
cheeks, 

chapter 

“Don’t tease your sister,” Laura said, and Buzz’s face, 
which was an astonishing miniature of Med’s, reflected a 
sense of deep injury. 

“I only yelled,” he said. “I only said that if Sarah 
Bernhardt doesn’t get a move on, she'll be late. Heck, it’s 
her graduation—/ don’t care, What’s she doing up there, 
anyhow ?” 

Med laughed. “You've got a few things to learn about 
women, Son. One of them is that they’re never ready for 
anything on time.” 

Buzz, grinning, leaned up the staircase to shout again. 
Anger boiled up unexpectedly in Laura, “If you shout 
again, Buzz, I'll be cross.” 

“Ah, Mom ‘ 
She turned her back on her husband and son and 

slowly went up the stairs. The three of them had been 
waiting for half an hour while Angie, who had ‘gone up- 
stairs after dinner to dress, responded neither to Laura’s 
hints nor Buzz’s impatient shouts. 

Now, going up to Angie, Laura felt the pinch of 
anxiety. The past days had been difficult, and the thread 
of uneasiness that had run through them was something 
totally new. She had known anxiety before, of course; she 
thought of the time when the children had been babies, 
when she had fretted endlessly about their fevers and bruises 
and upset stomachs, and of the long, wakeful nights of a 
summer made apprehensive by a polio epidemic. But these 
earliest worries had taught her nothing, it seemed, about 
the ones that came later—unformulated worries against 
which no authority, no protectiveness, seemed sufficient. 

But this was not really the trouble, Laura thought. 
What was different now, what made present anxieties worse, 
was something private within herself. Ever since the day 
of Robert Armister’s visit she had felt a secret, inexplicable 
uneasiness. And more: Since the day of that visit she had 
felt alone. 

She opened the door of Angie’s room. Angie was 
sitting motionless on her bed, fully dressed in the white 
academic gown and mortarboard 6f her high-school com- 
mencement. At Laura’s entrance she looked up with cool, 

* 
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remote eyes. Laura heard her own voice counterfeiting 
enthusiasm. “You look lovely, darling. I—” But then she 
stopped, acutely aware of the distance between them, too 
wide to be bridged with false enthusiasm. “It’s half past 
seven, dear. Are you almost ready?” 

“I suppose.” 
“You have to be there at eight, you know.” 
“Okay.” Angie did not move. “Whatever you say.” 
Hesitantly Laura sat down on the bed. “Darling, 

you've looked forward to graduating all year. You ought 
to be happier.” 

“I’m happy,” Angie said. 
“You don’t look it.” 
“Oh—” Angie’s hand made a small, weary gesture. 

“This graduating’s supposed to be a big deal. But—lI don’t 
know——nothing’s changed that I can see. I mean-——” 

You mean, Laura thought, that you’re no closer to 
independence, to growing up, to achieving your dreams. 
The symbol’s failed you, somehow. ... But it could not 
be put into words. She reached out and smoothed the 
collar of Angie’s gown. “You're not wearing your pearls,” 
she said. 

“They're on the dresser.” 
Laura reached out and picked up the velvet box. On 

a bed of white satin the string of pearls glittered ex- 
travagantly—Med’s gift for Angie’s commencement, pre- 
sented at dinner with expansive delight because he had 
found a way that satisfied him of showing his affection in 
concrete beauty. 

“Pearls for high school,” he had said to Laura, “and 

a diamond ring when she gets out of college.” 
With an edge of impatience in her voice she had 

asked, “And a tiara, | suppose, when she gets married?” 
But he had not noticed the impatience. He had 

answered with mild seriousness, “No, some good stocks and 
bonds, if I can manage it. But a girl of Angie’s age is 
likely to think more of jewelry than a couple of bonds.” 

The pearls that dangled from Laura’s fingers were 
beautiful—too beautiful, she thought, too expensive for a 
girl of seventeen. She held them out to Angie. “Wear 
them, darling. They're so lovely, and your father will be 
disappointed if you don’t. He went to a great deal of 
trouble to find the-best pearls he could.” 

She did not like the primness of her words, with their 
reminder of duty, but Angie obediently clasped the pearls 
around her neck. Then as she dropped her hands to her 
sides she burst out: “I wish I didn’t have to graduate. It’s 
just something silly to go through. It doesn’t mean any- 
thing any more. 

“Oh, darling—” And then Laura said, 
hurried out of the room. 

She bent over the dressing-table drawer in her own 
room, hunting with hurried, nervous fingers. It was some- 
where there, of course, though she hadn’t looked at it for 
years—eighteen years, her memory reminded her; eighteen 
years ago she had hidden it away. She had never wanted 
to see it again, but she had kept it, perhaps because there 
were some things that could not be thrown away, that were 
as tenacious as memory itself. When she found it, she held 
it in her palm and looked. It lay in the hollow of her 
hand, winking brightly—a tiny gold charm no bigger than 
her thumbnail, worked in the form of the two traditional 
masks of drama. The laughing mask of tomedy and the 
anguished one of tragedy were cunningly shaped, exquisite- 
ly made. On the cheeks of Tragedy tiny seed pearls made 
tears, whereas Comedy’s eyes were almond shapes of clear 
blue, minute sapphires. . . 

he most beautiful gift I ever had, Laura thought. . 
She had worn it around her neck on a thin gold chain, 
tucked inside her dress; she had touched it from time to 
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time, as if it really contained magic from which she could 
draw strength and confidence and the assurance of love. 
It had filled her with happiness, that symbol of -love; it 
had given her pride. 

Jay had clasped it around her neck in that last terri- 
fying moment before the curtain went up. “I was going to 
give it to you afterward, but I thought, Hell, it’s not a 
reward—it’s just a present for lovely Laura, because she’s 
an actress and a damned fine one. And listen, darling, 
don’t forget that. Even if that bunch of clods on the other 
side of the curtain don’t realize it, you’re good—you're 
really good. I’ve put everything I’ve got into you. . . .” 

She had believed it. Oh, yes, Laura thought, she had 
believed it. With that wonderful credulity that belongs to 
the young, she had believed that as long as she wore the 
little gold charm, love and confidence and faith would come 
undiminished, filling her endlessly with joy and strength. 
She had gone fearlessly onto the stage, illuminated with 
love and confidence, and in the end the audienee had risen 
to cheer. But as she had taken the curtain calls that seemed 
never to end she had thought only, [| am a woman and | 
am loved. .. . Standing in front of the great crimson 
curtain with one hand on her breast, so that she could feel 
the tiny jewel hidden under her costume, she had felt com- 
plete happiness. 

So long ago. She put the charm in Angie’s hand and 
Angie bent over it. “Mother—it’s beautiful! Where did 
you get it?” 

“It’s something I had a long time ago. I haven't worn 
it in years.” 

Angie looked up eagerly. 
you were on the stage?” 

Laura did not meet her eyes. “It was given to me on 
the first night of—of a play I was in. That’s all. I think 
I’d meant to save it for your first night, but 

She hesitated, and Angie looked at her vith sudden 
joy. “Mother, I love it. It’s like a—a promise.” There 
were tears in her eyes. “I mean, I thought you didn’t 
understand.” 

“IT understand,” 
we haven’t time.” 

Angie brushed her tears away; she bloomed with a 
new and magical radiance. “Everything’s different now,” 
she said. “Now I know what to do.” 

But Laura barely heard her because she had spoken 
herself, and the words filled her with a new guilt heavier 
than any burden of anxiety. For what she had said was, 
“Don’t tell your father, darling.” 

“Something you had when 

“Don’t ery now, darling; Laura said. 

“I love my children,” Mary Ellen Willis said, “but 
isn’t summer lovely, when they're far, far away?” She 
pushed her coffee cup across Laura’s kitchen table for re- 
filling. “I had a post card from Jenny this morning. What 
do you hear from Angie? Jenny says she’s starving to 
death, as usual, and wants a package of brownies and som 
peanut butter. Sometimes | swear I think that child has a 
tapeworm. She eats enough for two truck drivers, and yet 
when she puts on a bathing suit it looks as if it’s still hang: 
ing on a hanger. Imagine me with a skinny daughter!” 

Laura added sliced hard-boiled eggs to the aspic she 
was preparing, absently making a pattern of gold and white 
circles in the bottom of the mold. It was true, she thought, 
that things changed in summer. Buzz, working all day at 
the plant with Med and disappearing every evening on 
social errands of his own, was inconspicuous except at 
dinnertime—and anyway, she remembered with faint rue- 
fulness, he and Med had never got on each other’s nerves. 
It was Angie’s absence that eased that invisible strain. 



The disloyalty toward Angie that she had felt recently had 
only been heightened by her relief at having Angie away. 

Laura lifted her head at Mary Ellen’s voice, which 
patiently repeated the question.. “I only asked what you 
hear from Angie,” Mary Ellen said. “Is she starving too?” 

“She hasn’t said. I had a post card this morning too 
—nothing special, just the usual ‘everything’s fine.’ ” 
Laura did not look at Mary Ellen but concentrated upon 
filling the mold. “She’s not terribly communicative, really. 
I—I was rather hoping that perhaps Jenny had said some- 
thing specific.” 

“About Angie?” Mary Ellen frowned. “Well, actu- 
ally, her post card was so filled up with complaints about the 
food that there wasn’t room.” She shot Laura a shrewd, 
sharp glance. “Laura, you’re not being the overprotective 
mother? Camp Miskewasha’s as safe as a reformatory!” 

“T know.” - 
“Um. But you’re worried all the same. I can tell. 

Spill the beans, weep on mother’s shoulder, dear. Don’t 
tell me you of all people are having the mother-daughter 
business? Heavens, I thought Jenny and I had a monopoly 
on that. ... Do you know her latest? She’s decided she 
wants to be a doctor and help suffering mankind. This 
from Jenny, mind you, who can’t cut her finger without 
passing out at the sight of blood. But you and Angie——” 

pnw were normal.” Laura’s voice was edged 
with faint asperity. 

“Normal? Sweetie, no perfect marriage that’s pro- 
duced two perfect children is normal. Is it this drama- 
school thing?” 

Laura looked up quickly, feeling a quick, telltale flush 
of surprise. “I didn’t know you knew.” 

“Well, I don’t, really. I just heard what bubbled over 
from Angie to Jenny, and I’m the first to admit that Jenny’s 
secondhand reports are usually cockeyed. All I really know 
is that Jenny was in a tizzy because all of a sudden Angie 
wasn’t going to Miskewasha for the summer, and then all 
of a sudden she was, and through it all was some recurrent 
rumor of a drama school or summer-theater group or some- 
thing. Of course, if it’s a secret .. .” 

“It isn’t a secret. I simply thought that the less it was 
talked about, the better.” 

“Among teen-agers, nothing is sacred. They live for 
gossip.” Mary Ellen eyed a pecan bun, shrugged and 
reached for it. “Here goes the entire day’s allotment of 
calories. Is it still something we’re not talking about?” 

“Angie was offered a peteslgushhip to the Country Theater 
Workshop—that’s all,” Laura said reluctantly. 

“And she went to Miskewasha instead? Good Lord, 
I'd have thought she’d be wild to go to the workshop. I 
don’t know a thing about it except what I read in the 
papers, but it sounds terrifically glamorous—famous stars 
coming up from New York, Hollywood contracts being 
handed out right and left.... And anyway, according to 
Jenny, Angie’s dying to go on the stage!” 

“Most girls of seventeen want to go on the stage, don’t 
they?” Laura turned away to put the aspic in the refrig- 
erator. “It’s just a phase of growing up.” 

“With Jenny it’s saving mankind. ... But, Laura, 
Angie’s marvelous in school plays. I wouldn’t be surprised 
if she really did have talent.” 

“She has to go to college first. After that—” Laura 
shrugged. “Of course, as you say, it all sounded very 
glamorous, and naturally she was disappointed not to go. 
But Med—Med ard I—thought it was a little premature.” 

Mary Ellen frowned. “Well, you'll forgive me for 
saying so, but I think if she’s old enough for college she’s 
old enough for a thing like this. You were on the stage 
for a while or something, weren’t you? You never t 
about it, but x4 

“ 
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“It was years ago. I was in one play. You can’t call 
that a career.” Laura shrugged again. “It’s not the 
easiest life, you know, and Med’s very much against it for 
Angie. And perhaps he’s right.” 

“He’s nuts,” Mary Ellen said cheerfully. “Golly, how 
could you stop? First nights, flowers in your dressing room, 
parties—changing all that for grim domesticity? You must 
have been madly in love or just plain out of your mind!” 
She paused and gave Laura a searching glance. “I’m 
sorry, honey. I’m running on. You really are worried 
about something, aren’t you?” 

“In a way. A little. But it’s silly.” Laura sat down 
at the kitchen table and poured herself a cup of coffee. 
“I don’t know what’s got into me, actually. I saw Angie 
off on the bus for Miskewasha and she seemed perfectly 
happy—content, anyway. She writes every week—only 
post cards, but that’s about par for Angie as far as cor- 
respondence is concerned. But the post cards don’t say 
anything. Last year 7 

“Last year was the first time she’d been-a counselor. 
I suppose this year it’s all routine.” 

“I know. I thought of that. But somehow—” Laura 
laughed unconvincingly. “It’s something I can’t quite de- 
fine, some feeling . . .” 

“The old maternal instinct?” Mary Ellen nodded 
wisely. ‘Well, don’t try to tell me it doesn’t work. Look, 
why don’t we just get in the car and run up to Miskewasha 
tomorrow? We could be home by four or five, and it’s a 
beautiful drive.” 

“Angie doesn’t encourage parental visits. Last year 
she wouldn’t let us visit her at all except to see that pageant 
she produced.” 

“Don’t I know?” Mary Ellen sighed. “But if we take 
enough food along, they'll forgive us. We can take one 
quick maternal glance and depart.” 

“T don’t know,” Laura said uneasily. 
know.” 

“Well, think about it.” 
morrow at nine?” 

“I just don’t 

Mary Ellen rose. “Say to- 

Ie seemed like cheating, Laura thought as she drove 
with Mary Ellen at her side through green hills and open, 
green country. But nowadays, queerly, so much that she 
did and felt seemed cheating, as if in everything she chose 
between two loves. Angie and Med, Angie and Med— 
they were balanced almost like rivals, and between their 
claims she was forced to choose with increasing doubt and 
uncertainty. 

- Even that morning she had lied to Med, saying nothing 
about a visit to Angie but merely letting him think that she 
and Mary Ellen were driving into the country for a day of 
antique hunting. 

“We're practically there,” Mary Ellen said, “and all 
this gorgeous landscape looks like something off a calendar, 
but you're not even noticing. You've brooded for two 
solid hours, Laura—what about lunch? I don’t know 
about you, dear, but food always takes my mind off my 
troubles.” 

Laura glanced at her watch. “I really hate to take 
the time.” 

“Well, don’t for a minute think we'll get fed at the 
camp. Not that I could stand it anyway—alas, I know 
exactly what Jenny means about the food there. It -won’t 
be a waste of time, because there’s no point in getting 
there before their recreation hour after lunch.” 

“I suppose you're right,” Laura said. But when Mary 
Ellen pointed out a highway restaurant, Laura halted the 
car with reluctance. And at the same time some part of 
her welcomed the delay—as if I were expecting bad news, 



Redbook’s Complete Novel + May 1961 

she thought. She stared at the sandwich on her plate, 
hungerless, until Mary Ellen reached across and helped 
herself to half of it. ‘ 

“You're sleepwalking,” Mary Ellen complained, “but 
it’s no excuse to waste a perfectly good chicken salad sand- 
wich.” Her bright eyes looked inquisitively at Laura. 
“Look, dear, I’m really not prying, but don’t you think it 
might do you a little good to get it off your chest, whatever 
itis? After all, Laura, we’ve known each other just about 

forever.” 
“I know.” Laura smiled quickly. “And I’m not be- 

ing ungrateful for the offer, Mary Ellen. It’s just that— 
well, I don’t have anything to fell. It’s simply that I’m 
just a little worried about Angie. It sounds silly to talk 
about 4 

“T’ll say it does. At Miskewasha? There’s not a 
' The girls couldn’t be 

What's the 
boys’ camp within twenty miles! 
safer. Really, Laura, this isn’t like you. 
problem ?” 

Laura smiled faintly. 
said. “Let’s wait and see.” 

“There may not be one,” she 

But Miss Ewell, the camp director, drew her eyebrows 
together in a line of fuzzy bewilderment about which there 
could be no doubt. “I don’t understand, Mrs. Travers,” 
she said to Laura. “I simply don’t understand. In the 
sixteen years I’ve been running Camp Miskewasha nothing 
like this has ever happened before. Why, I have Angela’s 
letter right here. Let me see...” 

She turned to hunt through the drawers of a file 
cabinet while Laura stood with her heart turned to stone. 

“Here it is.” Miss Ewell waved a letter triumphantly. 
“You don’t mean to tell me— Well, I simply don’t under- 
stand.” 

Laura took the letter and bent her face over it—to 
hide worry, she thought, and shame. It was written in 
Angie’s familiar, childish hand and there could be no mis- 
taking the meaning. “Much as I regret having to let you 
down at the last minute like this, | am afraid | won't be 
able to come to Miskewasha this summer as a junior coun- 
selor. I’m terribly sorry to let you know at the last minute 
like this, but | am sure you can find someone who will be 
a better counselor anyway. ...” And at the bottom, after 
lines of incoherent apologies, was Angie’s signature. Word- 
lessly Laura laid the letter on Miss Ewell’s desk. 

“Well; you see.” Miss Ewell’s face, made leathery by 
years of hardy outdoor life, wrinkled in bewilderment. 
“You see, she never came at all. I can’t think what this 
means, Mrs. Travers. If you've thought for almost ‘a month 
that she was here at Miskewasha and she isn’t—why, where 
can she be?” 

“I don’t quite understand it myself,” Laura said. But 
I do, she thought. I understand it all, as if I'd known it 
for weeks and weeks. 

“I never would have dreamed Angela was the sort of 
girl to deceive. She struck me as being unusually straight- 
forward and honest—and you must know, Mrs. Travers, 
that I have dealt with a great many girls.” Miss Ewell’s 
voice choked in an embarrassed whisper. “I am truly 
very sorry, Mrs. Travers.” 

“Thank you.” Laura turned away. 
better talk to Jenny Willis, Miss Ewell.” 

“Of course—of course. She’s right outside with her 
mother. But you may want to speak to her privately?” 

It was no use, Laura thought; she shook her head. 
When she looked at Jenny, whose huge eyes stared out of 
her thin, freckled face, she felt no anger, only a new hope- 
lessness. “Tell me about it, Jenny,” she said gently. 
“Where is Angie?” 

“I think I'd 

“I—I don’t know, Mrs. Travers.” Jenny’s face had 
the look of a whipped puppy’s. “She never said.” 

“I could strangle you,” Mary Ellen said grimly. “You 
mean you've known about this all the time?” 

“Don’t scold her, Mary Ellen.” Laura turned back to 
Jenny. “I’m not angry, Jenny. I simply want to know.” 

Jenny fixed her eyes on Laura. “I didn’t do much,” 
she said. “I just mailed the post cards. Angie wrote them 
out in advance—a whole pack of them—and I just mailed 
one every time I mailed my own. Angie had it all figured 
out. I told her she was crazy. I mean,” Jenny wailed, 
“you never know when people will turn up. Or, I said, 
what if somebody got sick at home and you telephoned?” 

“You see,” Mary Ellen said, “crime doesn’t pay. 
You’ve watched enough television shows to learn that.” 
Then she turned to Laura. “What are you going to do? 
If you think Jenny does know where Angie is and isn’t 
talking, I swear I'll get it out of her.” 

“But I don’t!” Jenny protested. “Cross my heart, she 
never said. She only said—” The girl hesitated. “It 
didn’t make much sense. She just said the time had come 
when she had to take things in her own hands.” 

“It’s all right,” Laura said wearily. “Can we go, Mary 
Ellen?” 

Mary Ellen said good-by to her daughter, and the two 
women walked side by side tothe car. “You had some idea 
of this, didn’t you, Laura?” Mary Ellen said. “It’s what's 
been on your mind.” Her voice dropped to a shocked 
whisper. “You don’t think it’s a boy—that she’s eloped or 
something like that? I mean, Angie wasn’t in love?” 

She was in love, Laura thought. Of course she was. 
“Not with a boy,” she said. 

Acting had been her own first love, of course. That 
was why she had been able to take the lines from Saint Joan 
and paraphrase them to her own use: “I do not want to be 
thought of as a woman. I am an actress....” And Jay 
had laughed. 

It wasn’t enough to be an actress; she had found that 
out on those long, exhausting nights when he had coached 
her unendingly, working her until she was ready to drop. 
Yet when the work was over he would cease to be director 
and critic and remorseless slave driver. “I love you,” he 
would say.. “Do you know that?” 

They saw dawns together, leaving the theater after 
everyone else had gone except the watchman, and after a 
while they began to go up to Jay’s apartment for break- 
fast. One morning, Laura remembered, she had fallen 
asleep while drinking coffee. She had been so deep in 
exhaustion that she had been unaware of anything until 
hours had passed and afternoon light was slanting through 
the windows. Then she had sat bolt upright because she 
had wakened in Jay’s bedroom, in his bed, and he had 
stood looking down at her with amused eyes. 

“You sleep like a baby,” he said. “I picked you up 
and carried you in here and you didn’t so much as flicker 
an eyélash.” He bent down and kissed her. “I'd like to 
be around to kiss you every time you wake up.” 

She lay back against the pillows possessed by a sudden, 
overwhelming joy. There had been so‘many moments of 
this blind, incomprehensible happiness, all of them given 
to her by Jay, but now joy was almost more than she could 
contain. To be loved, never to be alone, never to be lonely, 
she thought. What he was speaking of was marriage. . . . 
And suddenly all the things he had said against marriage 
became meaningless, part of some silly game they had 
played until this moment. 

* “How about something to eat?” He took a bathrobe 
out of his closet and threw it to her, still smiling with 



amusement. “If you don’t get up, I may forget myself. 
Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. You see, I’m begin- 
ning to get the notion that I'd like to have you around.” 

She heard herself saying, “I’d like to be around.” 
That was the way they talked, the way he had taught her 
—obliquely, not committing themselves to more than the 

lighthearted moment. 
“It’s a thought. You see, I could make something of 

you.” He was, for a moment, serious. “You really are a 
kid, Laura. You’re so damned innocent—it’s more than 
innocence; it’s pure ignorance. Look—do you really want 
to be an actress? Right down to the marrow in your 
bones? Or are you just another society girl who thinks it 
might be amusing to be on the stage for a while?” 

“I want to be an actress.” The words came like a 
dedication. “It’s all I've ever wanted to be.” And she 
had been young enough and unsure enough to be hurt by 
the suggestion he had made. “Don’t I work? ~ Haven’t I 
worked and worked——” 

“Sure. It’s the one thing about you that almost con- 
vinces me you mean it. But there’s more to it than a gift. 
What do you think an actor’s doing up on the stage? He’s 
portraying life—real life, the way real people live it and 
feel it. Have you ever felt anything?” 

She lay still and counted the things she had felt: lone- 
liness, ambition, love. But the way he spoke, the hardness 
in his voice, diminished them all, so that she seemed trapped 
in her youth and inexperience. “I—I've tried,” she said. 

“That’s another hopeful thing about you. You really 
do try. But damn it, Laura, what you know about living 
could be written on the head of a pin.” He sat down on 
the edge of the bed and looked at her, half smiling. “When 
you learn what life’s about, Laura, then you can start think- 
ing about acting.” 

She could remember the sound of her own voice for- 
ever afterward, young and humble and asking for what 
she did not know. What she said was, “Teach me.” 

So much later she said, “You're my love, my first love.” 
And when she said it she forgot what she had really loved 
first, which was acting. .. . 

“It isn’t a boy Angie’s in love with,” Laura said to 
Mary Ellen. “It’s the stage.” 

Mary Ellen’s eyes were round with bewilderment. 
“You mean you think she’s run away to go on the stage?” 
Then with a little edge of curiosity in her voice she said, 
“What are you going to do?” 

“I don’t know.” And as they drove along in silence 
Laura thought: I can’t tell Med. Not yet. 

chapter 

The Country Theater Workshop was not the familiar, make- 
shift summer theater Laura had expected. She sat in the 
car, hesitating now that she was here, and looked around 
her. Nowhere in sight was the usual crumbling barn con- 
verted to theatrical use, amateurish in everything including 
the high hopes it expressed. She had drawn up the car in 
front of a large, white-painted brick building that was 
clearly a commodious auditorium. All around her, tall old 
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elms shaded what could be taken for a small college campus. 
An old-fashioned country house set back on wide lawns had 
the look of a dormitory, and another, smaller white-brick 
building apeared to be a lecture hall. And there was a 
busy look to the place; half a dozen young people crossed 
the lawn, carrying among them some unidentifiable piece 
of scenery; a dozen more came out of the lecture hall with 
notebooks under their arms. 

But she had not come, Laura reminded herself, to in- 
spect the amenities offered by Robert Armister. She had 
come after a sleepless night that had followed upon a tor- 
mented evening—and not with a plan in mind, for no plan 
had occurred to her, but only in desperation. 

For desperation was what she had felt as she sat and 
smiled across the dinner table at Med last night, as she made 
breakfast this morning. It was a desperation that had made 
her want to cry out for help, though she did not dare. And 
then she had thought all through the morning’s drive that 
of course She was foolish; sooner or later, whatever hap- 

pened, Med would have to be told. The inward voice that 
said, “Not yet,” was the voice of cowardice. But all the 
es she had told Med nothing and had come to this place 
alone. 

A sign’on the lawn pointed a slim arrow and offered a 
laconic direction: “Office.” Slowly Laura walked across 
the lawn toward the big, old-fashioned house and obeyed a 
second sign that led her past it. Behind the house, an 
antiquated stable bore on its door a small, neat sign that 
identified it as the office of the Country Theater Workshop, 
and here she hesitated with her hand on the knob. But 
desperation took the form of courage; she lifted her head 
and went inside. 

The stable had been simply converted ; thick old beams 
still crossed the ceiling and the walls were painted white, 
decorated only with posters that advertised past productions 
of the me Sn A rather plain young woman sat in a 
corner behind a desk, busily talking into a telephone. “I 
don’t care who he is,” she was saying acidly. “He only re- 
served four tickets for tonight and that’s all he can have. 
We’re sold out.” 

Hanging up, the girl shot at Laura the faintly hostile 
glance of the protective, devoted secretary, which stirred an 
old recognition in Laura. A type, she thought, a special, 
familiar type—the plain girl whose love of the theater was 
denied any other outlet and who therefore served as best 
she could. She looked Laura over from Head to toe, not 
with flattery. “Do you have an appointment?” she asked. 
“If you want to see Mr. Armister, he.sees people only by 
appointment.” 

Laura drew in a deep breath. “I don’t have an ap- 
pointment. But I’m afraid I have to see Mr. Armister any- 
way.” 

: “Impossible.” The girl shook her head tolerantly. 
“He’s a very busy man. If it’s urgent, I just might be able 
to. get hold of Miss Thurston, the assistant director. Or 
adie I could help you?” 

“No.” 

The single word, Laura saw, had been better for her 
purpose than a dramatic speech. The dragon stare fal- 
tered. “If you'd care to give your name? I doubt very 
much if Mr. Armister is available, but . . .” 

“Tell him it’s Mrs. Travers,” Laura said, “and that 
it is important.” 

Almost angrily the girl rose from behind her desk and 
flounced out the door. Left alone, Laura looked around the 
office. Framed posters caught her eye, and as she examined 
them indifferently she felt her interest stir. The names re- 
corded on the old playbills of past productions were sur- 
prising because so many of them were well-known, seeming 
to present proud and positive proof that workshop students 
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went on to recognition and success. No wonder Robert 
Armister had been so aware of the honor conferred upon 
Angie in the offer of a scholarship; she thought. No wonder 
he had been surprise od. 

“Mrs. Travers! I‘m very glad to see you.” She turned 
and saw Robert Armister smiling down at her with a look 

“I didn’t hope for this.” 

“No. It—it’s unexpected.” The secretary came back 
into the office and stared at Laura curiously. “I'd like to 
talk to you, Mr. Armister,” Laura said. “It’s about Angie 
—and it’s important.” 

“T see.” He reached past her and opened a door. “My 
office,” he said. “It’s only a stall, but come on in.” He 
turned his head. “Oh, Betty, by the way—lI’m not in to 
anybody.” 

' “1 know,” Betty 
typing. 

“I'm afraid that girl doesn’t like me,” 
“But it’s urgent; otherwise I shouldn’t have . . .” 

“Don’t mind Betty. She thinks she’s my keeper. Why 
don’t you sit down and tell me all about it—whatever this 
thing is that’s so urgent.” He drew up a low armchair 
and sat down on the corner of a cluttered desk. “How’s 
Angie liking camp?” 

Laura stared down at the floor. “She isn’t there. 
She’s run away.” She looked up at him and saw surprise 
and worry plain on his face. “I thought you might know 
something about it,” Laura said softly. “That's why I 
came.” 

“Ves, | 

the rest?” 
Laura told him quickly, while concern narrowed and 

darkened his eyes. “It’s been three weeks,” she finished, 
“and | haven't any idea where she is. | hoped. . .” 

“That I could tell you. I hope you believe me,” he 
said slowly, “when | tell you I can’t.” 

“Yes. I believe you.” She felt a sudden relief. “In 
a way I’m glad you—you aren't involved. But in another 
way it makes it worse. You see, now | don’t know where 
to turn.” 

He leaned forward, frowning. “No letters?” 
“Just the post cards from camp that she had a friend 

send. You see,” Laura said with a ghost of a smile, “she’s 
lied to me for the first time in her life.” 

“Yes. That must hurt.” He gave her a quick look. 
“But wherever she’s gone, whatever she’s done, it can’t be 
for nothing. It must be for something she wants very 
much.” 

“Do you think I don’t know that?” Laura tightened 
her hands. “But it isn’t enough just to want something 
very much, is it?” 

“No. It’s no excuse. I’m not trying to find excuses.” 
He put his hand on her arm. “Understanding isn’t the 
same as excusing. It just helps to make sense of things, 
that’s all. And maybe if we understand this, we can get 
some idea of where she’s gone. Did she have any money?” 

The abrupt, practical question made Laura look up. 
“Some. About a hundred dollars, 1 think—birthday and 
Christmas presents accumulating in the bank.” 

“Well, that won't take her far. Do you have any idea 
what brought this on?” 

“You athe as well as I do,” Laura said wearily. “She 
was terribly disappointed not to come here this summer. 
She had outgrown camp, as I should have known. But she 
never said a word. . 

“People don’t when they’re about to do something 
desperate.” Laura remembered with a quick, nervous flush 
thut she had said nothing to Med. “Presumably she’s gone 
somewhere to try to get an acting job. The question is 
where.” <Armister frowned. “Does she know anything 

of pleasure. 

said bitterly, and applied herself to 

Laura said. 

can see that. Would you mind telling me 

about the theater, Mrs. Travers—in a practical sense, I 
mean?” 

“I don’t think so,” Laura said uncertainly. 
“You mean you've never told her anything about your 

own experience, for instance?” 
“It wasn’t anything I ever—discussed with Angie.” 

She felt herself blushing again. “I think I told you, Mr. 
Armister, that my husband doesn’t like the stage.” 

“No,” he said, “you didn’t tell me. I had the idea 
that you were pretty much against Angie’s acting yourself.” 
The pause that stretched between them was awkward, and 
abruptly he laughed. “I misjudged you,” he said. “I’m 
sorry for that. Anyway, you don’t know where she’d be 
likely to go to look for a job?” When Laura shook her 
head, he said, “How about Zelda? Would she‘know?” 

“Miss Pollard?” 
“She's taken a pretty active interest in Angie. And 

Zelda knows a good deal about what’s going on in the 
theater.” He looked at his watch. “Nearly noon. Well, 
it’s early out there and we may get her out of bed, but it’s 
worth trying. She’s in California, you know, directing a 
summer-theater group in Pacific Palisades. I’ve got the 
number here. .. .” 

Laura sat numbly while he lifted the telephone and 
put through a call to California, barely hearing the ques- 
tions that he shot at Zelda Pollard and not trying to in- 
terpret the pauses that represented her answers. When 
after a few minutes he put down the receiver, she looked 
at him without hope. “Well?” 

“She doesn’t know much. She can’t remember talking 
to Angie about that side of acting except once, when she 
mentioned some producers and directors she knows in New 
York.” He looked down at Laura seriously. “I think that’s 
the best place to start,” he said. “In New York. Unless 
you want to call in the police. 

“Not the police.” Laura moistened her dry lips. “Not 
just yet.” 

“I agree with you. If it ean be avoided, it’s worth 
avoiding. It’s the sort of thing that an enterprising reporter 
picks up, and before you know it you're headlines—‘Run- 
away TEEN-AGER Loncs To Act’—that kind of thing.” He 
rose from his desk. “Zelda said she talked about two people 
in particular, Max Bremmering and John Rowe. They 
happen to be friends of mine too. I could call their offices 
and ask if Angie’s been in, but .. .” 

“But?” Laura whispered. 
“Well, I don’t think we'd find out much: Both of 

them are away—Bremmering’s in Europe and Rowe's di- 
recting a Shakespeare festival in Michigan. If Angie did 
go around to their offices, she probably got nothing more 
than a polite brush-off. I doubt that anyone would even 
have taken her name.” He laughed humorlessly. “Poor 
kid. If she’s in New York trying to make the rounds, she’s 
getting nothing except brush-offs. The theater’s dead in 
summer, dead as mutton—but would she have known?” 

“She might not have known,” Laura said hesitantly. 
“But if there’s no point in calling up, what am I going to 
do? The police——” 

“As you say, not yet.” He held out a hand to Laura. 
“We're going to New York, Mrs. Travers, and we’re going 
to try to make every secretary in every casting office in town 

remember whether Angie’s been seen. Let's go!” 

” 

I'm afraid Mr. Travers isn’t in the office just now. 
There’s been a breakdown in the transformer assembly line 
and he’s gone into the plant to look at the trouble. Shall I 
have him call you back, Mrs. Travers?” 

“No,” Laura said. She leaned her forehead against 
the cool black box of the telephone and felt a guilty -grati- 



tude that Med was not available. Then she smiled at her 
own nervous rationalizations. She had never told Med a 
lie, not to his face or even over the telephone, but did it 
nullify the lie to have it passed on indirectly by his secre- 
tary? A lie, a half-truth: Between people who lived to- 
gether in love and confidence there was no difference in a 
shade of meaning—and, Laura thought, I am going to lie. 
She drew in her breath with a sigh that was like a com- 
mitment. “Would you tell him, Miss Harker, that I’ve 
been—ah—unexpectedly called out of town? I may not be 
home by dinnertime, but I'll call him as soon as my—my 
plans are more definite. Will you tell him that, please?” 

“Is there anywhere where he can reach you?” Nerv- 
ousness in her own voice, Laura supposed, had put anxiety 
into Miss Harker’s. “I could have him paged in the factory, 
Mrs. Travers. It would take a few minutes, but - 

“No. No, just give him the message, please.” Laura 
summoned up a disarming lightness. “Heavens, it’s not im- 
portant, Miss Harker.” But when she had hung up, she 
stood for a moment in the isolation of the telephone booth 
with her fingers still locked tightly about the receiver. 
Angie, she thought. Med. Med-and-Angie—like a battle- 
field, an unknown war. 

When she stepped out of the telephone booth Robert 
Armister looked at her with an odd, curious sympathy. 
“You've a tankful of gas,” he said cheerfully, “and I had 
the man check the oil as well. It’s only about another three 
quarters of an hour to New York. Everything all right at 
home ?” 

“As right as it can be,” Laura answered, and felt a 
sudden weariness. “Mr. Armister, would you mind driving 
the rest of the way? I’m afraid...” 

“Sure. Unless you think driving might keep you from 
worrying, in which case I'd advise you to go on doing it.” 
He looked down at her with a kindness Laura found un- 
expected. “I'll bet anything Angie’s in New York some- 
where—it’s the logical place—but it’s a big city and there 
are more places than | can count that a girl might hide in. 
If she’s hiding. We'll find a clue somewhere—we’re bound 
to—but even a clue may take quite a while to follow up. 
And if you’re worrying yourself sick all the 7 mano | 
you're not accomplishing much by it, that’s all.” 

Laura nodded. “I know. But there’s more to it than 
you think.” She paused and looked away from the concern 
and the curiosity in his eyes. “I'd really rather not drive, 
I think. I promise I won't sit and worry.” 

“Good.” He turned the car into the blank, anonymous 

landscape of the parkway. “I’ve thought of one thing. It’s 
going to be four o’clock or so before we can even begin look- 
ing. I plan to begin with Bremmering’s office and then 
Rowe’s, and if that doesn’t work, I can think of about fifty 
agents and producers we can start scouting. But all the 
offices close at five or thereabouts. It might have been 
more sensible to wait until tomorrow to start this.” ~ 

“TI couldn’t have borne it. Another night of waiting, 
worrying...” 

“There may be another night of waiting and worrying 
anyway.” His face was grave with concern. “Look, I 
don’t want to sound as if I’m playing down this whole 
situation, but you might remember that Angie’s seventeen 
and not by any means stupid. And there are plenty of 
seventeen-year-old girls in New York who take care of 
themselves pretty competently.” 

“I know. But it’s nice of you to remind me.” Laura 
leaned her head against the back of the seat. “Mr. Armis- 
ter, why are you aoe so—so kind?” 

“T don’t know.” He grinned at her. “I don’t know 
whether I’ve got a guilty conscience because I feel a little 
responsible for all this, or—” He paused. 
don’t we drop this Mr. Armister business? I wish you'd 

“Listen, why 
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call me Bob, and if you need an excuse before you can do it, 
just remember the old stage tradition: first names through- 
out the company except possibly for the star.” 

Laura laughed faintly. “I’m afraid this production 
lacks a star. There doesn’t seem to be a hero or heroine 
or a villain—just a lost ingénue, who happens to be m 
daughter.” She sighed. “But whatever your motives, i 
do appreciate it, Mr. Armister.” 

“Bob,” he said. “And I didn’t finish all I have to say 
about my motives.” He hesitated. “But maybe I should 
leave it at that for now. Just try to relax, and if you don’t 
feel like talking, I won’t be insulted.” 

Laura smiled gratefully and said nothing. And yet, 
she thought, if she were ever to talk to anyone, to expose 
the old pain and the old fears, to reveal the worry and the 
conflict in her heart, it would not be to Mary Ellen Willis or 
even to Med but to someone like this man—someone with 
his quick gift for quiet sympathy, dispassionate but kind. 
But reserve was habitual with her, as if she had sought pro- 
tection in silence; it was even difficult to remember herself 
now as she once had been, confiding and innocent and im- 
pulsive. But in all these years, Laura thought with a little 
shock of surprise, I’ve never told anyone anything that 
mattered. I’ve never spoken to anyone about Jay, except 
long ago, when I told Med. .. . 

She looked blindly out the car window at the prim, 
ordered scenery of the parkway and was surprised to find 
that it blurred before her eyes. 

“Mrs. Travers—Laura?” Bob Armister touched her 
arm lightly. “You’re doing what you said you wouldn't. 
Look, it’s only another few miles; in half an hour we may 
know where Angie is.” 

“Sorry.” Laura managed a smile. “I’m afraid I 
wasn’t even thinking about Angie. It’s something else.” 

“IT see. Would it help to tell?” There was no urgency 
in his offer, she thought, only an offered willingness to 
listen. As she hesitated he went on quickly: “Look, I’m 
not prying. But I get the idea somehow that I’ve managed 
to be a pretty upsetting factor in a number of ways. It 
wasn’t what I had in mind when I.offered Angie a scholar- 
ship, but you know what they say about good intentions. 
So if now I can make some amends. . .” He paused and 
then laughed softly. “I’m not being honest, of course. 
Look, I’m curious about you—more curious than I’ve ever 
been about anybody in my life. You're a mystery, Laura, 
and I’ve been interested enough to look up as many of the 
facts as‘ could find. But I didn’t find much. You made 
an enormous success in your first Broadway role when you 
were hardly more *!.an a child; you,were cast for another 
part and quit before the play even went into rehearsal; you 
retired once and for all at a time-when most young actresses 
are just beginning to get their teeth into their careers. 
And some years later what do I find?” He shot her a - 
sudden smile. “A woman who’s still beautiful, who lives 
like the nicest sort of suburban matron,.who has a gifted - 
child and a fear or hatred of the ‘child or herself or the 
gift—I don’t know which. So I lie awake at night and ask 
myself what happened, which is none of my business and 
I know it. But—Laura, are you happy?” 

Laura closed her eyes. She thought suddenly of the 
day only afew weeks before, the day of her birthday, when 
she- had answered the question with a confident smile on 
her lips; and she felt a hesitation so deep that for a moment 
it seemed to her that time had stopped, that even the beat- 
ing of her heart had sto I don’t understand my own 
life, she thought. I don’t know why I am torn between 
past and present, between Med and Angie. I understand 
nothing. “Let’s find Aggie first,” she said wearily... . 
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Max Bremmering’s office was in the doldrums of a sum- 
mer afternoon and no one seemed to know anything, but 
a switchboard operator remembered that office policy re- 
quired each caller, each visitor, to have his or her name en- 
tered in a book. “Of course she might have used a false 
name,” Bob Armister said doubtfully. 

“If she thought of it.” Laura looked up from the list 
of names and frowned. “But I don’t think she would. 
Where do we go from here?” 

“Rowe’s office is in the next block.” Bob looked at his 
watch. “If we hurry, I think we can make it before five.” 

“And if they can’t help?” 
“We'll cross that bridge when we come to it.” He took 

her arm. “Let’s not borrow trouble. Funny, isn’t it, the 
way the old bromides come in handy? But I mean it, 
Laura. There’s a lot to do before we can start giving up 
hope or calling in the police.” 

I was like a detective story, Laura thought, except 
that detectives would not be viewing everything with the 
anxious eyes of a mother. As they hurried through the 
street, past crowds anticipating the five-o’clock rush, she 
saw New York with new eyes, perhaps as she had seen it 
years before when she had been young and alone and coa- 
fronting her secret wish to conquer the city. Its busy im- 
personality suddenly seemed cruel, filled with dangers 
beyond Angie’s capacity for self-protection. She walked 
quickly to outrun her fears but they ran ahead of her, and 
around every corner she saw Angie in some state of distress. 

In the elevator that shot up to Rowe’s office Laura 
stood numbly staring at the floor, a panic seizing her. 
When she looked at the irritated face of Rowe’s secretary, 
filled with time-to-leave impatience, she was speechless with 
the weight of fear. I'll have to call Med, she thought, and 
he'll call the police. It’s my fault; it’s all my fault. . . 

Bob Armister held her arm firmly. “We won't keep 
you,” he said to the secretary. “But just try to think. Her 
name is Angela Travers, she’s seventeen, she wants to act, 
she’d have mentioned Zelda Pollard’s name and possibly 
mine. If you want to telephone John Rowe, wherever he 
is, and get his permission———” 

“TI don’t need permission,” the secretary said. “I know 
who you are, Mr. Armister. But honestly, a thousand kids 
come in this office every year. With introductions, without 
introductions—there’s nothing we can do for them anyway. 
Golly, you know what the business is. One girl in a thou- 
sand—TI couldn’t remember. Anyway, I only got back from 
my vacation this week. I don’t know who’s been coming in 
while I was away.” 

“I see.” He frowned. “Look, who was doing your job 
while you were away? Could we get in touch with her?” 

“I don’t know.” The girl looked at her watch. “Gosh, 
I’m sorry, but I’ve got a date, and I’m going to be late. . . . 
Myrtle Bloom was filling in while I was away. She’s on her 
vacation now. But honestly, Mr. Armister, I don’t know if 
she’s at home or if she’s gone away.” 

“Got her address?” 
The quick command in his voice made the girl bite 

her lip an nod reluctantly. “Wait a sec—it’s bound to be 
in the files.” She unlocked a file cabinet with a show of 
martyred kindess and flipped through pages. “Yes, here 
it is. Brooklyn. Tl write it down. But honestly, she’s 
probably out of town.” 

Armister took the paper from her fingers and gave her 
a quick smile. “Thanks a million. I really appreciate 
this.” 

In the corridor ‘he looked triumphantly at Laura. “It’s 
a hope,” he said, holding out the slip of paper. “It-may-not 
seem like much, bat it’s a hope.” 

“But a slim one.” Apprehensively Laura looked into 
his eyes. “Bob, if this doesn’t work, what do we do then? 
The police?” 

‘Not yet. Tomorrow we can try some of the agents. 
And then—” He hesitated. “But first let’s try Myrtle 
Bloom.” 

Laura allowed him to do the talking when they tele- 
phoned. A harassed-sounding woman who admitted to 
being Myrtle Bloom’s mother informed them that her 
daughter had gone for two weeks to an upstate resort hotel, 
and with some effort remembered the name of the hotel 
and the location; more than that she did not know. 

“So it didn’t work,” Laura said. “Bob, I’ve been 
thinking. I hate the idea of going to the police, but i 

“It’s nothing long-distance won't cover,” he said de- 
terminedly. “I'd rather talk to her face to face, but if we 
call up, at least she'll get the idea that it’s urgent. Wait.” 

It was fifteen minutes before he came out of the tele- 
phone booth; as the minutes ticked off on Laura’s watch, 
she thought with desperate hope that he could be taking so 
much time only because he had discovered something; and 
then, in an alternation of despair, she persuaded herself that 
the lengthy minutes meant nothing except that Myrtle 
Bloom could not be located, or that she was being verbose in 
her protestations of ignorance. When he came out of the 
booth smiling, Laura felt her heart begin to pound. “Not 
bad,” he said. “It’s something.” 

“She saw Angie?” 
He nodded. “She remembers her quite well. Myrtle’s 

no fool, and I get the impression that she’s pretty kind- 
hearted, especially where kids are concerned. Angie was 
in there almost three weeks ago.” 

“Three weeks? But——” 
“No, wait. There’s more than that. Apparently she 

told Angie that there was nothing that could be done for 
her until fall, if then, and Angie looked so upset ¥ 

“I know.” 
“Well, as I said, I think Miss Bloom is kindhearted. 

She took the time to ask a few questions, and when she 
learned that Angie was staying in a hotel she recommended 
a small theatrical rooming house that was cheaper and more 
sensible. I’ve got the address right here. So the obvious 
move is to go right down there and see if Angie followed 
Miss Bloom’s advice. Even if she didn’t take a room, the 
landlady may remember something.” 

Laura had already turned toward the street and a 
taxi. As they made slow progress through traffic, she sat 
with her hands tightly pressed together in her lap. When 
she spoke, her voice was an uncertain whisper. “Bob .. .” 

“Yes?” 
“It sounds heartless, ‘but I’m almost afraid to see her.” 
“Angie? I know.” He laughed briefly. “It’s been 

plain as the nose on your face. Half of you is in an agony 
of worry and the other half is afraid of something. Find- 
ing her? Taking her home? I don’t know what it is, but 
it’s there. I thought I could help, but I’m beginning to see 
it’s your problem, beyond anyone’s curing but your own.” 

“I’ve made a mess of things.” She watched the glitter 
of cars streaming by, the pattern of lights, with an absent- 
minded admiration for their unexpected beauty. “I’m 
afraid to go on making a mess of them, I suppose. Angie’s 
so young and vulnerable. But whatever I can think. of 
seems insufficient—or impossible. Because it’s not just 
Angie.” She turned to look at him. “It’s my whole life.” 

“T’ve told you that you puzzle me. But I don’t think 
you've made a mess of things.” He added unexpectedly, 
“I liked your house.” 

“What ‘has that got to do with it?” 
“Maybe nothirig. But you have to - people ‘by 

something. I’ve-never married.” He past her, as 



if confronting some fact, some memory, outside her presence. 
“T never really fell in love, I suppose, except with the stage. 
But once I thought I was in love, and what I wanted was 
what you have—a nice house and some kids and that do- 
mestic peace that nothing’s quite a substitute for.” 

“What happened?” 
He shrugged. “Nothing much. The trouble was, I fell 

in love with a young actress and she had her eye on Holly- 
wood—not on a house and kids ‘and domestic peace. We 
were engaged for two years, most of the time by telephone 
because she was on the Coast and I was in New York, and 
—well, nothing happened, really. It simply fell apart. But 
I’ve always thought that if we’d been the right people for 
each other, or maybe really in love, it wouldn’t have fallen 
apart.” 

He looked at her steadily now. “What you've got 
doesn’t come apart no matter what happens. So perhaps it 
isn’t such a mystery, why you gave up acting. It’s just 
occurred to me, because I’ve been pretty stupid about this, 
that that’s just what I wanted Lenore to do—give up acting, 
live the way you and your husband live, bring up children 
like Angie.” He broke off short. “But that hasn’t any- 
thing to do with your situation. All I mean to say is that 
you don’t seem to me to have made a mess of things.” 

“But I have.” She spoke softly. “It isn’t just Angie’s 
having run away. It’s everything that lies behind it.” She 
drew in a deep breath. “You see, I’ve discovered that 
things can fall apart even when people are right for each 
other, even when they’re really in love. Because there can 
be such a thing as the wrong kind of love, the wrong way of 
loving. That’s what I’ve done.” 

“To Angie?” 
“To everyone,” Laura said. “Angie, my husband, 

myself—” She put her hand to her forehead in confusion. 
The words dinned silently in her ears. It’s true, it’s true. 
Because what we conceal isn’t healed; because the past 
when it’s ignored becomes the present, the future. Because 
truth’s not enough unless it’s understood, unless it’s fought 
through; because happiness is fragile when it’s built on 
misunderstanding. . . . 

With sudden illumination Laura thought: We’ve had 
this between us all these years like a barrier, because we’ve 
never understood what the other felt, because we were too 
cowardly to face it, talk it out, fight it out if necessary. 
Med’s felt hurt, I’ve felt ashamed. We've clung to our 
feelings like children, never really growing out of them... . 

Bob touched her hand. “We're here,” he said. “And 
look, Laura, there’s one thing I’m sure of. However you 
lovt Angie now, it'll be the right way. Come on and try it.” 

But she hardly heard, because she was thinking that 
now, most of all, she wanted to go home to Med and tell 
him her discovery. 

chapter 

The room was familiar to Laura. When she looked at it 
she seemed to see superimposed upon it the image of another 
room, bare and clean and minimal, made for loneliness and 
for the secret, ferocious dreams of the young. It was a 
room that would offer no comfort on the many occasions 

of defeat, and that would spur on ambition endlessly, if only 
in order that ambition might one day open a door of escape. 
It was, Laura thought, a room to be risen above; it was the 
common starting point of the young and the desiring. She 
knew it because once she had lived in it herself. 

At a different address, of course, she thought, feebly 
smiling, and surrounded by a different ‘version of barren- 
ness; but the details did not matter, for the essence was the 
same. And equally she recognized the landlady, for though 
this one was named Mrs. Tinkham and the one of her recol- 
lection had been known only as the Duchess, they were 
the same. 

Mrs. Tinkham was, like the Duchess, scrupulously nar- 
row-minded, a born martinet, natively suspicious; she stood 
in the doorway of Angie’s room with her arms folded mili- 
tantly across her chest. “I don’t know, I must say,” she 
said, not for the first time. “But it’s no responsibility of 
mine. I run a decent place. If a girl pays her rent and 
minds the rules, it’s not my responsibility to inquire. Rents 
are due Mondays; the door’s locked at midnight sharp. I 
make allowances for late rehearsals and late curtains, mind 
you. Ifa girl’s working and I know she’s working, I let her 
have akey. But there’s no coming in at four in the morning 
with liquor on her breath. Actresses are what I take here, 
not flighty little things no better than they should be. And,” 
she finished, with triumphant emphasis, “no man sets foot 
on the staircase. I see to that.” 

It was true, Laura thought; Mrs. Tinkham had pushed 
Bob firmly into the prim parlor and seated him on a hard 
chintz sofa. “I understand,” Laura said wearily. “I’m 
sure this is a very fine place. And I don’t think you are in 
= least responsible for—for my daughter’s being here. 
ER 

“Runaways,” Mrs. Tinkham said with deep contempt. 
“What I always say is, there’s a reason. Girls don’t run 
away for nothing. And that Angie’s a decent girl—shy as 
a mouse, in her room every night by half past six———” 

Laura looked at her watch. “It’s almost that now.” 
“Then she'll be here any minute,”’ Mrs. Tinkham said, 

as if she spoke of some predictable event like the rising of 
the sun. “Goes out to get her supper early, like I advised 
her—beats the rush 
straight back here. Doesn’t even go to a movie. . . 

roe had a sudden unhappy vision of Angie’s run- 
away life, confined for long hours between these unfriendly 
walls, shot through with terrors and with loneliness, and of 
Angie’s childlike vulnerability, so close beneath the surface 
of her adult affectations. She sat dewn uncertainly on the 
edge of the narrow, hard bed, and without thinking smoothed 
the pillow into which, she imagined, Angie cried at night. 

Mrs. Tinkham sniffed at her silent preoccupation. 
“Well, [’ll leave you here to wait,” she said. “But mind— 
if you weren’t her mother, I wouldn’t. A girl pays for her 
room, she’s entitled to some privacy—as long as she’s a de- 
cent girl, anyway. But a mother...” 

ura accepted this privilege offered to motherhood in 
silence as Mrs. Tinkham stumped primly away. But I 
haven’t been a good -mother, she thought with a new twist 
of pain, and this room proves it. 

Love and guilt. . .. You couldn’t love with guilt in your 
heart, however deeply it was hidden, however little it was 
acknowledged, for love rooted in guilt grew stunted and 
twisted. But I didn’t know that, she thought. Why didn’t 
I know that from the beginning? Laura put her hands over 
her face, ready to cry except that her eyes were so dry that 
no tears could come to soothe them. And then she dropped 
her hands and lifted her head, because from the foot of the 
stairs there was a sudden sound of voices. 

ngie . . . Laura sat up, stiff and still, waiting, and 
it seemed to her that the longest moments in the world were 

at way, you know—and comes 
” 

. 
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the ones in which she counted the slow, uncertain steps on 
the stairs. “Mother?” Angie said, standing in the door- 
way. “Mother?” 

She looked small and thin, pathetic as a lost child, and 
the hunch of her shoulders was so defiant and at the same 
time so defeated that Laura knew she could not stretch out 
her arms to offer any protection. “Hello, darling,” Laura 
said, hearing the foolish words coming from her lips rough 
and unsure. “I—I’ve come.” 

“I know. I saw Mr. Armister downstairs. He said— 
Angie’s voice stopped and her breath drew in raggedly. 
“I suppose you’re mad at me. I suppose you're going to 
take me home and punish me and all that kind of thing. I 
guess I don’t blame you. I mean, I shouldn’t have—have 

told a lie, or not let you know. And anyway it hasn't 
worked.” Angie’s hand made a broken, hopeless gesture. 

“I’d have had to come back anyway. Nobody’ll let me act 

and I don’t have any more money.” 
“You're thin,” Laura said. “Have you been getting 

enough to eat?” Angie gave her such a startled look that 
for a moment Laura felt herself ready to laugh, and in that 
moment she knew a sudden, inexplicable clarity. “Sit down, 
darling. We do have to talk. But I’m not angry. I 
haven't come to scold.” 

Angie sat down on the edge of the only chair in the 
room, an unfriendly chair in which she looked more than 
ever like a small, lost child. “I don’t see w hy not. I mean, 

I kept thinking if | got a part, any kind of part, then I'd let 
you know, and even though you'd be mad youd see that it 
was all right. But | guess I’ve been stupid, because | never 
stopped to think that in the summer there aren’t any new 
plays, and everybody's away, and there isn’t even anybody 
who'll talk to you.” She looked away. “And I lied,” she 
said in an almost inaudible voice. “All that stuff on the 
post cards.” 

“I know. 

that’s not the whole of it, Angie. | 
see.” 

“] thought that somehow it'd work out,” Angie went on 
tonelessly. “You see, first Mr. Armister offered me the 
scholarship, and then you gave me your little gold charm, 
and I thought—-well, | mean, if you gave me that so I could 
wear it on my first night, then you must have thought it was 
all right for me to go on the stage. If two people thought I 
could act, then—” She shrugged. “But nobody in ‘New 
York would even give me a chance.” 

“| do think you can act,” Laura said slowly, “and so 
does Bob—Mr. Armistey.” She looked around the pathetic, 
cheap little room. “But this isn’t the way to go about it, 
darling.” 

“I know. 

” 

I'm sorry about that,” Laura said. “But 
I’m just beginning to 

But I couldn’t go to the 
workshop,” Angie said, “and I had to do something.” 

I know that now. 

“If you'd told me—” Laura stopped becafise the 
words were like a lie. . 

“I couldn’t tell you. You and Daddy wouldn’t let me 
go to the workshop.” 

Laura bent her head. 
“I know now that was a mistake. 
mistake.” 

“And I couldn’t talk to Miss Pollard,” Angie went 
on as if she had not heard, “because whatever she said 
she'd have felt awful, knowing what you and Daddy thought. 
So there wasn’t anyone, and I had to do something. But I 
just don’t know enough.” She shrugged again hopelessly. 
“I don’t even know the right way to begin.” 

“You're seventeen,” Laura said. “That’s too young to 
begin alone.” She rose with a sudden, new determination. 
“Darling, let’s start packing your things.” 

“You're taking me home,” Angie said softly. “I know 
you have to, Mother, but 

“T know,” she said softly. 
But, darling, it was my 

“Not home,” she said. 
” 

Laura reached out a hand. 
“If it’s not too late—if Bob will still have you . . . 

And then they sat in silence for a long while on the 
hard, narrow bed, until Angie put her head in Laura’s lap 
and cried at last. 

She's going to be all right,” Bob Armister said. “I 

don’t think you need worry. She’s just very tired.” 
“IT know,” Laura said softly, but she glanced upward 

with faint apprehension at the windows of the workshop 
dormitory. “I know she’s tired—exhausted. But whether 
she'll be all right...” 

“She’s young. The young recover. Look,” he said, 
“maybe in the end it will all have been for the best. She 
knows a few things about the theater now that she didn’t 
know before—the loneliness and the disappointment, for 
instance, and the way you feel when you've nothing to fall 
back on but dogged patience and determination. She'll 
have fewer stars in her eyes, and for a young actress that’s 
not a bad thing. If she could stick out those three weeks 
alone and have nothing worse to show for it than discourage- 
ment and fatigue—well, she may really have what it 
takes.” 

“Yes. But I wasn’t thinking of that.” They walked 
slowly across the dark lawn toward her car. “I know a 
few nights of rest and a little peace of mind work wonders 
at that age. But there’s more to it than that.” She turned 
to look at him; his face was almost invisible in the darkness. 
“I haven’t really thanked you, Bob. I don’t know what I'd 
have done if you hadn’t thought of going to New York—or 
if you hadn't persisted when we seemed to have come to 
a dead end.” 

He said nothing for a moment. “You don’t have to 
thank me,” he said at last. “I suppose I'd have taken nearly 
as much interest, if you want to call it that, in any kid 
like Angie. It’s part of my job, in a way. And in fact, 
I’m not really being honest with you.” She heard his laugh 
in the darkness, oddly awkward for so controlled a man. “I 
don’t know how to tell you this, Laura. We’re not children, 
either of us; I’m past forty. I’ve spent-the last twenty years 
in the theater, one way or another, and you know what that 
world is like—it’s full of cheap and easy emotion. But I— 
well, I’m not handling this—this situation very well. I’m 
trying to say that I’ve guarded against emotion for a long 
time because I know what theater emotions usually are, 
bright and shiny and one inch deep.” 

Puzzled, Laura peered at him in the dimneéss. “You 
mean, Angie——” 

“Pm not talking about Angie, damn it!” He took her 
elbows in his hands and looked down at her. “I’m trying 
to tell you that I’m falling in love with you, Laura.” 

She stood very still and felt the darkness spinning 
around her and a weakness in her knees. And then a voice, 
hard and cold as truth, said silently, cautioningly: Don’t 
be a fool. Being dizzy isn’t love—it’s shock. It’s surprise 
and embarrassment. It’s a million miles removed from love. 

“Bob—” she began. 
“Look, let me at least try to.explain.” His voice was 

very low. “If I can explain it, which I doubt. I don’t 
know why I’m falling in love with you. You're beautiful, 
but I suppose I’ve seen a hundred beautiful women, so it 
isn’t that. You've got a funny kind of tortured sincerity, 
but I’ve known sincere people before; not every actress in 
the world is an emotional fraud. There’s no particular 
sense in it—no sense, anyway, in the fact that it’s happening 
so soon—but just the same, it’s happening. And maybe it’s 
because there’s something about you that’s—well, un- 
explained. Something I want to know the answer to. 
Something hurt inside you that I want to be kind to.” 



Laura pulled her arms out of his grasp and covered 
her ears with her hands in a quick, involuntary movement. 
“Don’t,” she said. “Don’t!” 

“Laura ” 

“Please.” She dropped her hands and took a step 
away from him. “There’s nothing unexplained in me, Bob. 
There’s nothing to find the answer to. I’m simply what I 
seem to be, I suppose: married, in love with my husband, 
worried about my children—one of my children, anyway.” 

“I know.” There was a quiet humor in his voice. “I 
know I seem to have cast myself as the home-breaker, and 
I don’t like that any more than you do. Whenever I’ve 
had a choice before, whether to fall in love or not to, I 
seem to have chosen not to—perhaps because I’ve already 
got one love in my life. This.” He waved his hand at the 
buildings that loomed white and blurred in the night. “The 
Country Workshop in summer, the Cjty Workshop in win- 
ter, that’s the dimension of my life—and my loving. But 
this time—” He paused for a long moment. “I’m not 
going to make a nuisance of myself, Laura. I’m not even 
going to try to fathom the simpler mysteries—why, for in- 
stance, after refusing so adamantly to let Angie come to the 
workshop in the first place, you’ve suddenly and drastically 
—— your mind. I’m willing to let everything go at 
that.” 

She put her hand lightly on his arm. “Thank you.” 
“You needn’t thank me. I think I’ve meddled in your 

affairs enough, one way or another.” 
“You've helped me. Immensely—oh, more than I 

can tell you,” she said with sudden intensity. 
“I’ve wanted to help you. I want to go on helping you, 

Laura—may I?” 
She waited, considering, before she answered. “I 

don’t know. I don’t think so—not now, anyway.” Her 
small laugh was sad. “Now, you see, it’s between my hus- 
band and me.” 

“Where there’s no room for outsiders. I see.” He 
touched her cheek lightly and dropped his hand. “You 
must have been a hell of a good actress, Laura. You have 
that one special, necessary quality—a kind of honesty, a 
kind of courage.” He heard her indrawn, protesting breath 
and laid a finger on her lips. “Don’t argue with me. 
know what I’ve seen. And don’t let what I’ve said just now 
bother you. I wanted to tell you—no more than that, just 
tell you. An honest woman’s worth loving.” 

He touched her elbow and began to lead her toward 
her car. When he spoke again his voice had changed; they 
were once again on the basis of mere acquaintanceship, 
Laura realized, not even friendship. “Do you mind driving 
home at this hour? I’d be glad to come with you.” 

She felt a sharp gratitude for the comfortable ease he 
had given back to her. “It’s not very late,” she said. “It 
only seems so because so much has happened. I'll be home 
not much after midnight.” 

“Sure?” 
“Absolutely suré.” She let him open the door of her 

car and slid behind the wheel. “I'll be back tomorrow, of 
course, to see Angie. There’s still a good deal I have to 
talk over with her. So I'll see you tomorrow too, of course.” 
She started the engine. Then she looked up and saw him 
staring down at her, smiling. “Bob,” she said, “thank you. 
Not just for helping me with Angie, or for finding her—— 

“For loving you, you mean? No thanks deserved. It 
happened.” 

“No.” She hesitated. “For giving me back something 
valuable I'd lost.” 

“Angie?” 
She shook her head, and when she spoke her voice was 

so low that afterward she wondered if he had heard it over 
the noise of the engine. “No,” Laura.said. “My honesty.” 

chap ter 

When she opened the door, Med was waiting. He sat in 
the living room, a news magazine in his hand, but she saw 
that he was not reading but waiting. When she came in 
he laid down the magazine but did not rise; his eyes were 
shadowed so that she could not read in them either anxiety 
or anger. . 

“I’m home,” Laura said tiredly. 
She sat down on the sofa and pulled off her gloves 

and stared at them; the room was so quiet that she could 
count the separate moments ticked off by the clock. The 
magazine rustled as Med dropped it to the floor. “I see 
you re home,” he said. “I didn’t know just when to expect 
you. But then, I don’t know where you've been.” 

“Med—darling—please don’t be angry.” She wished 
irrelevantly that she were not so tired; all the difficult 
words that lay ahead demanding to be spoken seemed a 
burden that she was almost too weary to carry. “I’ve been 
to New York.” 

“Fine. I hope you had a pleasant trip.” The bland- 
ness of his voice was a thin cover over a tauter feeling. “I 
think it might have been nice of you, however, to let 
me know something about it. Besides leaving a — mes- 
sage with Miss Harker, I mean. Look here, Laura, I 
don’t want to lose my temper about this, but what the hell 
do you think I’ve been thinking for the past eight hours or 
so? Miss Harker said when you called you sounded sick 
or upset; she told me you said you'd call later, but I haven’t 
heard a word——” } 

“I forgot.” Laura looked up in mild surprise. “I’m 
sorry, darling, but I completely forgot.” 

“Nice for me. I’ve been sitting here ever since I 
got home from the plant wondering if you'd collapsed some- 
where and been taken off to a hospital. What’s so damned 
engrossing in New York that you couldn’t even remember to 
telephone?” , 

I love him, Laura thought. I love him even when he’s 
angry, because anger is anxiety turned to something more. 
bitter. I love him when I have to hurt him; I love him 
enough to be honest. ... She lifted her head and began 
softly to speak. 

When she had finished there was a long, measured 
silence. Then Med said, “Where is she now?” 

“At the Country Theater Workshop.” 
“I see.” For the first time he rose from his chair and 

walked away from her, his shoulders stiff, his back rigid. 
“I see. You didn’t bring her home to be punished. You 
took her to this place she’s got a whim to go to. Apart from 

’ everything else, you’re giving her the idea that the way to 
get whatever she wants is to run away.” 

“Darling, if you’d seen Angie—when you see her— 
you'll know it isn’t that way.” Laura looked down at the 
rug, studying its pattern as if she had discovered it for 
the first time. “She’s not a little girl, Med, to be spanked 
and scolded. We've been much more at fault in this than 
Angie has.” . 

“I know that’s your point of view.” He turned slowly 
and looked at her with hostility. “It’s what you've always 
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wanted, isn’t it? By hook or by crook, just to get her to 

go on the stage. Like her mother. Like you. And I’ve 
always been in the wrong because I wasn’t going to let 
it happen to her too.” 

Laura sat straight and still. 
me, Med?” 

“You know what I’m talking about,” he said, and she 
knew the roughness in his voice was a sign of pain. “It’s 

“What did happen to 

nothing I want to discuss. You know. 
“I know. It’s Jay.” She had not spoken the name in 

years; she had never spoken the name to Med since that 
night long ago when she had cut across his love, their 

coming marriage, with the sound of it. And he could still 

flinch, she saw, because their cowardice had kept Jay a 

living reality. 
She sat straighter, 

few hours before. in New York, when she had seen their 
love as wrong, distorted, and had known the necessity for 

courage and truth. She drew in a long breath. “Med,” 
Laura said, “I’m going to tell you all about Jay.. Every- 
thing. And you're going to listen.” 

“I don’t want to hear it, Laura. [——” 

‘All the same,”’ Laura said, “listen.” 

remembering the moment only a 

And now it was difficult to know where to begin, be- 

cause the threads were faded and seuffed with time. And 
how could anyone tell, anyway, what love was like—when it 
was first love, new and awkward, exhilarated and tormented, 
stranger than any later love and poorer because it had 
nothing from which to draw richness. Explanations were 

stilted, as if they had been drawn from a case history in 
a textbook on psychology: The case of L.T., an only child, 
orphaned at the age of ten, brought up in boarding schools, 
loveless and unloving... . 

It made sense, of course; even a tired mind could see 
the impersonal interactions of the cold, hard facts; but none 
of it explained the feeling that had come at nineteen with 
the force and violence of inexperience. Love, newborn, 
coming out of nothing, had come like a storm, a crippling 
disease—like the first taste of joy and the first premonition 
of sorrow. 

She had to remember what it was to be nineteen and 
lonely and loveless. And then she remembered Jay, but 
dimly, because love and pain were dead with time. . . . 

“I’ve found my actress. We're going to be a team— 
actress and director. We might even get married!” 

Those were the words that had filled her with tran- 
scendent joy. It hadn't mattered that Saint Joan was 
closing, because now they were a team, perhaps even to be 
married, and Jay had a new play ready to go into rehearsal. 
It was a modern comedy; a famous actor had agreed to 
take the leading role, and the female lead, Jay had said, 
was perfect for Laura. And if opening night promised 
them a successful run, they would be married. The days 
were all golden then; every night was moonstruck. Laura 
felt as if she walked with her feet two inches above the 
ground, and sometimes for no reason at all she laughed 
like a happy child. We'll be married soon, she tad thought. 
Everything will be all right because we're going to be 
married. A team, a partnership, a couple. 

And somehow, thinking that had «made everything 
right. And because everything was, at last, really all right, 
Laura had not minded very much when Jay had said, after 
the sixth rehearsal, “Baby, I’m sorry, but | just don't think 
you're a comedienne. It’s my fault—I should have seen it.” 

“You mean—I'm ‘not good enough?” 
“Good enough for good plays. But for this—well, we 

need areal comedienne, that’s all. We've all got so much 
tied up-in'this production . . .” 

“Yes. I see. You're perfectly right, of course.” ~The 
admission had been easy'to make, because she had already 
felt in rehearsal her own inadequacy in the part. Dis- 
appointment stung, but it was fear that had made her 
ask, “But we’re still a team, Jay? I mean x 

“Of course we are. And listen, when I get this thing 
wrapped up I’m going to move heaven and earth to do The 
Sea Gull. Chekhov, Ibsen, Shaw, Shakespeare—that’s your 
repertory. You can rest for a few months. . . .” 

It had sounded easy, and when the edge of disappoint- 
ment had dulled, even pleasant. She took care of the apart- 
ment; she learned to cook quick meals that could be ready 
in a few moments when Jay came home after late rehearsals 

dinner at five in the morning, sometimes breakfast at sun- 
down. They were still a team, a partnership; they were 
going to be married. 

She never met the girl named Peggy who had taken 
over her part in the play. She only heard of her, and 
after every rehearsal she heard of her. Peggy was a natural 
comedienne; Peggy had brought to the play a vital spark. 
Peggy had red hair and a quick, impudent wit; Peggy was 
star material. But Laura and Jay were a team and a part- 
nership, so that she was able to listen to everything Jay said 
about Peggy and not feel even a flicker of jealousy until . . . 

“I’m in love with Peggy. Sorry, baby, but that’s the 
way it is.” 

Those were the words. Jay’s smile had been rueful, 
charming. His little shrug had explained that that was how 
it was. And Laura had stood stiff and numb, seeing the 
shrug, feeling the world crash about her. 

“I can’t help it,” Jay had said. “Maybe I’m like an 
author writing a book. Peggy's new and raw and teach- 
able. I want to make something out of her.” 

“You wanted to make something out of me.” Her 
voice had been lifeless. “You wanted ‘ 

“I know, baby. It’s tough that it’s turned out this 
way. But I'd rather direct comedy than the dead-and- 
buried stuff.” His grin had been sudden. “Peggy and | 
have a lot of fun together. You're so damned serious, baby. 
You're so young.” And then he had said, “For God’s sake, 
don’t cry!” 

“I’m not crying.” That had been a last brave lie. 
“Jay—did you ever love me?” 

“I loved you madly,” Jay said. “I always do, alas.” 
“No—I mean, the way | love you?” The hoarse, ugly 

voice was not hers, Laura had thought; she had protested 
to herself that the voice was not hers. But it was the voice 
of any woman in the bewilderment of first pain. “Did you 
ever love me that way?” 

“I can’t judge how other people love. I loved you my 
way. Baby, I still love you, I really do.” 

“And—her ?” 
“Let’s not pin things down.” He was at the door; he 

was going; he was almost gone. “Look, take a little while 
to think it over. You'll see that it was wonderful while 
it lasted—and that nothing lasts forever. And when you 
get over the tragic-third-act bit, give me a ring and we'll 
have lunch or dinner or something. Believe me, if I ever 
do The Sea Gull, you'll be the first actress I'll call.” 

“Jay- ” 

“I'll pick up my things in a day or two. You,” he 
had* said with final generosity, “can keep the apartment.” 

And then he was gone. Unconsciously her hand had 
gone to her throat, to clutch the fragile chain, the tiny 
charm, and in a bitter twist she had snapped the chain 
and the charm fell out of sight, lost. 

She found it the day she moved out, only a few days 
later. She had lost something else, however, that was irre- 
placeable. When Jay left she knew she ‘would mever act 
again, would never love again, and if possible would never 



dare to feel again. But she had kept the little gold 
charm. ... 

Love dies hard, Laura thought now, but it dies. And 
new love grows where the old love was, but in richer soil. 
I loved Jay, and then I hated him and loved him at the 
same time, and then—he was gone and nothing was left but 
the shame. And the shame’s still there; loving Med hasn’t 
changed it. “It’s you I love,” she said to Med. “It’s you 
I love, only you.” 

The clock ticked away audible minutes. When he 
spoke he did not look at her. “Okay,” he said, “now I 
know the details. I still don’t want to think about it.” 

“But you’ve thought about it all these years,” Laura 
said wearily. “1 was in love with a man before | met you 
and | lived with him—that’s what you’ve thought about. 
You’ve kept alive something that’s dead, and I’ve been 
so full of shame that I haven’t made you kill it. It’s been 
like the weak spot in the foundation of a house, this feeling 
of jealousy and shame. But the past is beyond control. 
i can’t undo anything, Med. All I can do is bury it.” 

“And relive it in Angie? 
The words stung; she looked at him in astonishment. 

“Is that what you think?” 
“I don’t know what I think. You want her to be an 

actress 
“Because she wants to be an actress. Because she’s 

talented and ambitious and because it’s cruel to prevent 
her from trying her wings. But not to be what I was, do 
what I did. Not to be confused and unhappy, not in order 
to fall in love with the wrong man... .”° She paused. 
“Med, don’t you understand? I wanted to act with all my 
heart and soul, and this—this one thing—ruined that for me 
forever. I paid for loving the wrong man in the wrong 
way with all my hopes and desires and ambitions, and until | 
I met you I had nothing. I was lost—bankrupt—” She 
rose blindly and walked across the room toward him. 
“I’ve loved you with gratitude because you gave me new 
life and hope. But you've been full of doubts, old jeal- 
ousy. 

Before she could reach him, he had turned to the 
door; she stood still, where she was, and heard the door 
close behind him. 

And then she slowly turned and climbed the stairs into 
the sheltering darkness above and lay down on their bed, 
dry-eyed, motionless. Exhaustion filled her so that there 
was no room for pain; it was as if she were drained of all 
feeling. After a while she slept, and she had no idea how 
long she had been asleep when she felt the touch of Med’s 
hand on her face. 

“Laura?” 
She said, with sudden weak relief, “I thought you’d— 

gone away.’ 
“I took a walk. You know the way I do—when I want 

to think.” The bed creaked as he knelt beside it, leaned 
against it. “I had a lot to think about. This whole busi- 
ness—I haven’t wanted to talk about it or think about it be- 
cause it’s scared me. Do you understand?” 

“It’s all so long ago,” Laura said. “It is something 
that happened when I was very: young.” 

“I know.” He spoke slowly in the darkness. “Look— 
the way I felt when I met you—I guess I ‘still feel‘ that 
way sometimes. That it’s impossible for you to love any- 
body like me. That yon're\too good for me——’ 

“M 1 ” 

“No, let me finish. I know what I am, a and st 
engineer, come up from nothing to where I am and 
pretty much of a poor boy at heart. And you—well, you’re © 

I felt that when I first met everything different, better. 
=e mes deena you, and [ still feel it sometimes. Merino 
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having bee an actress, sometimes I think that’s still what 
you really want * 

“Med. There’s nobody, no woman in this world, who’s 
happier than I am to be what I am. You know that.” She 
lay still against the pillows. “I’ve tried to show you——” 

“Oh, sure. I know. But sometimes I think it’s been a 
comedown for you. And when you told me this other 
thing—”’ his voice hesitated and then grew stronger— 
“about Jay, I mean—well, I was jealous. What would you 
expect me to be? All I knew was that you'd been in love 
with him and that he’d broken off with you—that you’d 
belonged to him. . . .” 

“Not really. Not the way I’ve belonged to you,” 
Laura said. “It’s something I’m ashamed of—that I’ve 
wanted to forget. Don’t you see that remembering it made 
me ashamed, full of regrets?” 

“It’s been hard for me to think of you that way,” Med 
said. “Belonging to someone else, I mean.’ 

“You mean you’ve never felt sure, all these years?” 
Laura heard the incredulity in her voice. “You mean 
you’ ve thought I still belonged to Jay in some way? 

“It doesn’t matter now.” His voice was strong in 
reply to hers. “I don’t know what happened. I just saw 
it all at once, that it doesn’t matter any more. If after all 
this time I’m still afraid of your wishing you were still on 
the stage, wishing you were still with him—if after all this 
time I don’t know that you love me and | love you—” He 
laughed suddenly in wonderment. “I love you, Laura. I 
love you so much, and if you've put up with me for eighteen 
years, I suppose it’s because you love me.” 

“Of course I love you,” Laura said. “Med—” But 
she stopped, thinking: It’s not all worked out; there’s still 
a residue of pain and doubt; but it’s a new start, a fresh 
beginning. “Med,” she said, “kiss me.” 

There was nothing more to say, not for. the moment, 
and now time would be kind to them because they had 
broken through their old and hidden fears. She lay con- 
tentedly in Med’s arms, her happiness complete. And then 
he stirred beside her. “This fellow you went to New York 
with,” he said, “the one that runs this workshop . . .” 

She heard the tautness in his voice and a sudden laugh 
rose to her lips. “Bob,” she said. “Bob Armister.” 

“What's he like?” 
“He’s nice,” Laura said. “You'll like him.” The 

laughter bubbled out loud and clear. “Med Travers, are 
you starting to be jealous all over again?” 

There was a moment of silent hesitation and then 
Med laughed with her, and they laughed together in the 
dark with a new courage, a new joy, triumphantly. 

bm scared,” Angie whispered. “I’m so scared my 
teeth are chatering: Mother 

“Ves 

“Were you ever scared when you were on the stage?” 
“Yes,” Laura said. “More than that, I’ve n 

frightened most of my life.” But when she met Angie’s 
puzzled eyes in the dressing-table mirror she smiled. “I 
promise you that when you get out on the stage and the 
curtain goes up, everything will happen. It won't even feel 
as if you are doitig i it; it will simply happen. And because 
you've got the makings of a good actress, it»will happen the 
right, way. I promise you, arling.” 

. A bell sounded. .“One minute,” Angie said. “Will 
you come out in the wings with me when I go.on, Mother?” 

“Yes,” Laura said, “because it’s. the first time. But 
let’s hope that someday you won’t need me in the wings 
when you go on.” 

smiled: suddenly. “Tell be all right,” she said, 
‘aad poe and p age ef tiy made? fags eee a 

mes 4 Ad = ee uur 
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“I’ve got this.” The two little gold masks glirfted in the 
bright dressing-room light, and Angie’s hand closed upon 
them as if they contained a reliable magic. “For my first 
night—that’s what you said when you gave it to me.” 

Laura looked down at the charm. Perhaps, she 
though, it ought to be an evil talisman, but it was nothing, 
after ali, except a pretty piece of jewelry. The magic in 

any charm lay only in the love it promised.... She bent 
and kissed Angie’s forehead. “Time,” Laura said, “and I 
want to see some of this play from out front, so I won't be 
in the wings when you come off.” 

She sat in the darkened theater with Med’s hand tight 
about her own. And then time and place meant nothing, 
because before their eyes, as if incarnated, was Saint Joan 
of Arc. Only the crash of applause that came with the 
abrupt descent of the great crimson curtain brought the 
moment into present reality, and then Laura parted her 
hand from Med’s. “It’s all right,” she said softly. 

“Was she good?” Med looked at her respectfully. o 

thought she was terrific, but was she really good?” 
Yes,” Laura said, because there were no words that 

would say it better, “she was good.” 
“Let’s go backstage, then.” 
There was more of a backstage crowd at the Workshop 

Theater than Laura had anticipated, and in the crowd she 
recognized faces that were known and respected in more- 

professional circles than this. She felt an odd surge of pride 
because before these people whose, judgment was both 
strict and sound, Angie had done well—and then she 
laughed at her instant of vanity. 

“What’s the joke?” Bob Armister said in her ear. 
“That performance was no joke, let me tell you.” 

She introduced Bob to Med. “You go in, darling,” 

she said to Med. “I'll be there in a minute.” 
“Did you like it, Laura?” Bob asked. 
“You know I liked it. She was—everything she was 

supposed to be.” 
“I chose the play because of you.” 
“Yes, I knew you did. At first | wished you hadn't. 

But—” She shrugged. “I wasn’t as good as Angie.” 

“T still wish I’d had the directing of you,” Bob said, 
“and then the story might have been different.” 

“T wish you had too,” Laura said, laughing. “But my 
acting career, what there was of it, is behind me, and I 
confess I don’t get much pleasure out of looking backward. 
What matters now is Angie.” 

“I know. I’m glad you're sending her to the City 
Workshop this fall.” He grinned at her suddenly. “Your 
husband—Med—he’s really changed his mind, hasn't he?” 

“Right now,” Laura said, “he’s in Angie’s dressin 
room giving her the diamond ring he'd originally intend 
to present when she graduated from college. I don’t know 
what will be left for him to give her when she opens on 
Broadway for the first time. But—yes, he has changed 
totally.” 

“And so have you.” 
“You don’t look unexplained any more, Laura. 
look happy. And by the way, I’m glad.” 

“So am I,” said Laura, and although any number of 
people watched, she leaned forward and kissed his cheek. 
“That's for gratitude,” she whispered. “And now I have 
to see Angie.” 

Bob touched her cheek lightly. 
You just 

Angie sat in front of her dressing table white with 
exhaustion, but her eyes were luminous and huge. Silent- 
ly Laura bent down and kissed her. “Good work,” she said. 

Angie looked up solemnly. “I love this ring,” she 
said, “almost more than anything, but—but I'd rather have 
you say that, Mother, than have a hundred rings. Was 
it: really?” 

Laura met Med’s eyes and saw in them a little chagrin, 
edged with amusement. She reached out and took his hand. 
I can’t help it, she thought. Angie’s mine and Buzz is 
yours—but we're each other’s. 

“Get changed, darling,” she said to Angie, “because 
there’s going to be a party, and there are a Jot of people 
here for you to meet. Your father and I will wait outside.” 

She led Med out the stage door into the cool night— 
the last of summer, Laura thought, crisp on the early 
September air. “Next week,” she said dreamily, “Angie 
finishes here. The week after that she goes to New York. 
Do you mind, darling?” 

“No.” He paused thoughtfully. “I really don’t mind, 
Laura. I’m proud of her.” He looked at her almost shyly. 
“But I'll bet you were a better Saint Joan.” 

“IT wasn’t. Angie has more than I ever had. So in a 
way, Laura said, “she’ll be safer. She’s young but not 
unloved, and she cares more deeply about acting than | 
did—that’s a protection. But if you're worried 6a 

“I’m not. I suppose,” Med said slowly, “I never was. 
I was a lot more concerned with my feelings, honey, than 
with Angie’s future. The ring wasn’t really a bribe, ~but 
I admit I hope one day she forgives me.” 

“Everyone has something to forgive.” Laura looked 
up at the clear, distant stars. “I am a happy woman,” 
she said. “It’s like a birthday.” 

And then, in the darkness, they kissed. ... THE ENp 
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